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Shou'd not have troubled the Reader with 
any thing by way of Preface, if I did not 
think myſelf obliged to return my Thanks to 
my good- natur d Subſcribers for their Patience 
in waiting fo long for their Books. A bad 

State of Health and ſome other intervening _ 
Accidents prevented me from Publiſhing the 
Volume ſooner, tho' above half of It has been. 
printed on for ſome Time. ESE | 


As for the Poems ee the greater 
Part of them was written when the Author 
was very Young and without any Deſign of 
printing Them, which is only mention'd uy 
Hopes to procure the Reader's Pardon for. the 
Imperfection of ſome and the N of o- 


thers. 


vet 


| Advertiſement to the Reader. 7 
„„ 6 


$ 
Ss 


Non E go mordaci diſtrinxi carmine Quemquam, 
Mulla venengyo Litera miſta foco ef. Ovid. 


I ſhou'd not have printed the two Latin Odes, 


if they had” not given me an Opportunity of 


_ Publiſhing the Tranſlations along with Them, 


which I believe will be thought the beſt Ver- 
ſes in the Collection: They are finiſh'd in ſo 


| eaſy and maſterly a es that I muſt own 


that I had — have been the Author of 
Dem than of the Originals themſelves, The 


Tragedy was likewiſe chiefly com poſed when 
the Author was an Under-Graduate in the U- 


niverſity, as an innocent Relaxation from 


thoſe ſeverer and ..more uſeful Studies for 
which the College, where He had the Benefit 


of his Education, is ſo deſervedly diſtinguiſh'd. 


J have cauſed it (with all its Juvenile Imper- 
fections on it's Head) to be printed as it was 


at firſt written, and have even added the Ori- 


ginal Motto, that it might be all of a Piece. 


The Poem called Sickneſs was republiſh” d at 


the Pet: of ſeveral of my Subſcribers, to | 
which, 


Advertiſement to the Reader. 
which, without regarding the additional Ex- 
pence, I very readily agreed: I have made 
ſome Alterations, which, in the Diviſions of 
the Books, I oy will be — Improve- 
ments. 


I return my \ ano * Thanks t to my 
Friends for their many kind Offices in the 
Courſe of the Subſcription, and ſhall. leave the 
Poems to the Candour of the courteous Read- 
er with Part of a Verſe from n 7 


85 places, Tim . 


Lately 


Lately printed « at ow mae: in Oxford. 
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EPITHALAMIUM. 5 


On the Royal Wuptials, in Moy 17 me * 


4 # 
C 4 


1 
N Thamis Banks, where many a flow'ry Gem 


And with ſweet Herbs the liquid Cryſtal firew'y"- 229078 
For on the liquid Cryſtal gayly r A bag 
A painted Gondelay, bedecked fair: 
With Gold and Purple, gorgeous to the View! 
While loud approving Shouts divide the Air, 11A 
« Hail, happy future Bride of Abiars worthy Heir 
1 A Boat. 
En „ „„ 


——— ee — ra 


2. P Of EJS 
1 Eftſoons the Father of the filver Flood, 
The noble Thames, his azure Head uprais d, © 
And ſhook his dewy Locks, worthy a God! | - 
A lambent Glory round his Temples blaz'd, | 
| On which the Naids all with wonfer gaz'd. HA FA # 
So ſparkle Thetis purple-eeabling Streams... 
When Pharus, for his golden Car ꝓprais d, 
Strikes the calm Surface with his Morning 1 
And — 3 round and the wide Blue inflames. | 
The wanton Naids, Doris Daughters all. go 
ene Rings —_ ec 1 5 } 
— Flowrets deck'd their = gs by 
And Erato, to Love, to Vemes dear, 1 in nd 107 
Galene dreſt in ſites and Ly wh, rigged 1-1 
And Phao, with her ſnowy Boſom bare, 
All theſe, and more than theſe, a dainty Sight! 
In Daunce and Merriment and ſweet 2 Belgards Delight. 
| 1 Preſently, 2 Beautiful Looks. 
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Around 


On Several Occaſions. 3 


IV. 

Around the Bark They daunce, wherein there ſat 
A Lady freſh and fair; ah] fuch a One. 
So freth and fair, ſo àmiably great,” 
So goodly-gracious ſeem d as never none, | 
And like thy ſweet-beam'd Planet, Venus, ſhone; 1  * 
They much admire, O very much her Face, | 
Her Shape, her Breaſt, for Love a downy Throne! 
Her Beauty's glorious Shine, her every Grace 
An Angel She appear, atleaſt of Agel. 

Her Thamis (on his-galden Urn 
Saluted with this Hymeneal _—__ »r 
And hail'd her ſafe. Full filent was the e Wind. 
The River glided ad along; bt tit o ” 
1 Ne whiſpered the Breeze the Leaves:enionig, I ts 
Ne love-learn'd Philomel out- trilrũ her Lay e 
A Stillneſs on the Waves attentive hung 
A brighter Gladneſs bleſt the Face of Day: 
All Nature * nnen 


Nes, 11 


EN. A 2 . « Ah 


V 
« Ah facred Ship, to Abion wafting Good, 
Our Wiſh, our Hope, our Joy] who ſafe conveyd #1 
Through perilous Sea, from {g's little Flood, 
This Beauty's Paragon, this Royal Maid, 
Ifprung, Iwiſt, of high empyreal Sced ; | 
The Child of Heaven, the Daughter of Delight, 
Nurſt by a Grace, with Milk and Honey fed! 
Oh Frederick! oh, 1 oertes, bleſſed Wight, 
To ns the Gods W the „** : hight. 
VII. 
| Ah ſacred Sp! may favourable Gales, | © 7] 
The kindeſt Breath of Heav'n attend thy Way, 
And ſwell the winged Canvaſs of thy Sails 
May Calmneſs be thy Path, and Pleaſaunce lay 
On the ſoft Boſo of the yielding Sea, 
Where-e're thou Wind; eee Shore 
be Ee aſs ee ee 7 nlfize 
Flames into Purity, to deck Auguſta more! 
1 Certainly, 2 Named. = 


On Stiera Occaſions. 83 | 


Auguſta, faireſt Princeſs under Sky, © 
Welcome to Albion's renowned Land. N 
Albion well known to thy great Anceſtry, 
Made dearer far to Thee by Hymen's Band, 
The Band of Love, of Honour and Command! 

Deign to receive the Nations publick Voice, 5 

Of Heartineſs unfeign'd, who gleeful ſtand 

In meet Array, and thus expreſs their Joss 

In Peals of loud Acclaim, and Mirths confuſed Noiſe.” 

With warmer Raptures, and more paſſionate, '/- 

Tho hard to be l che Royal Youth, I troww . 

Shall Thee embrace: Him tenfold Fires elate, |) 41 v 

And ſacred Paſſions in his Boſom glow, oY | 
Which from thy Picture erſt began to Aro to?) 

For Thee He burns, for Thee He ſighs and prays, 

Pours out his Soul to Thee, nor Reſt can know;/- © |" 

But dreams of Thee long, livelong Nights and Days, Pal 
By Beauty led thro all Love's Roſy- Thorny- Ways. 


7 


To 


Nor Chaſticy, 
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* 
To heal his Pains ſoft Muſick does divide 
Moſt heavenly Melody in ſoothing Strains; 
Nor heavenly Melody, nor aught beſi de, bs | 
Save Thee, ah Deareſt Dread! can heal his Pains. - 


Thy Form. too deeply in his Breaſt Remains. bag 0 


So ever and anon He chides the Gales, - 
That ſlowly ſeem to bruſh the liquid Plains 


Oh! fly * all the Wings of Heav'n, ye Sails, 7205111 111 
Oh fly! He crys; and to! a Lover's Prayr prevails. 


XI. 


Now ceaſe thy Sighs. She comes, (oh bleſſed Day !) 


She comes, by all the Lov 
In proud Humility, : See, Hymen play, dirs e lane 
(Such Colours, i fikerly, ſuit Hymer beſt.) )) 


To ſtretch the Sails and fan the Royal Gueſt n mug 7 
eek· ey d, is wanting there 
For She, and Modeſy, fweet-bluſhing, en. 


1 Surely. 
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Not 
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On Several Occaſions. 7 


Not be Queen of Beauty we of Bliſs 

So goodly ſhone, when · a erſt the Goddeſs ſprung 
From Ocean's ſparkling Foam; ſweet Nakedneſs! - 
A thouſand Smiles and Loves upon her hung, + 5 - 
And all the Gods for Joy and wonder ſungg. 
The Waves ſo proud the beamy Burthen bore ©! 
Exulting ; She, around her, Odours flung, , 
And bade the Billows laugh and ceaſe to roar; 
They gladly Her obey,” and gently kiſs the Shore. 

— - © | 

So fair She looks, nay fairer, cou d it bm; 
Did never mortal Man ſuch Charms beholllu 
In Bow'r or Hall. Spring waits upon her Eye; 
Lo! Hora has her richeſt Stores out- roll d e aA al 1 
Of variable Flow rs and blooming Gold. 4 * 
The Meadows ſmile, the Birds renew their Lore 
And throw Themſelves in Pairs n - 
All Nature glows where're her Glances move, 
And Beauty paints each Field, and n fills eachGrove, 

g 1 Formerly, 
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XIV. 
But Who is yon, each other Youth excelling | / 
Sure Honour in his Viſage choſe her Dwelling, © - | | 


| Such Goodlihead and Humbleſs never was. 
- Bleſt be the Sight! full, well thoſe looks I kenn 
Where Joyaunce ſits and ever-ſmiling Grace 
| Frederick | tis He the firſt and beſt of Men. 
Our dearling, Prince to meet e. 2 well beſeen. 
1h Andlo! whet modled Pufone in Hal ab, 
He gazes -— wonders --- en Bars Pow) 
And, ſweetly loſt in Ecitaſy and Love, H 
His Eyes her Whole, his Lips her Lips devour,” | 
Which Venus had beſprent with Nectar-Show'r. 
Her ſlippery Charms allow his Eyes no Reſt, ' 
But thouſand Arrows, nay ten thouſand * alt herr 
Into his wounded and tranſported Breaſt; 


Sure none like her is fair, dn mes Jike hin ds mtl 
1 An Affirmation, | 2 Handſom. a 


— — — — te Re ene es 


And facred Truth, Perdie, adorns his Face; 


O bleſſed 


2A a i OO K A fy 


On Several Occaſions. 


þ,« f RY 

O bleſſed Youth} receive thy 1 Bummibl. 
Eternal Fount of Virtue, Love and Grace! 
O kneel to all the Gods and pray to all, Nack! 214 7 
Who ſparkle ſo divinely in her Faces. 
And with celeſtial Fires her Boſom bleſs. |, 29810 off 
So ids Aurora in her rich eee ole 2 tc 
When She Hyperion wou d fain careſs: 0A e 
Gaze all the Hoſt of Stars, eee io HT 
Then twinkle in their Urns, and into Night u. EE. 

O O bleſſed Maid ! receive W 5080 
With glee receive Him and O erſowing Heart: 
Ne in high Monarch's Court, ne Lady's Bow meld 
A Youth ſo form d by Nature and by Art. 820 
Conſpiring Both, ere cheriſn d Cupid's Dart. 
So Phebus, luſty Bridegroom of the Sky, 


With native Splendours ſhines on every Part; 4 ＋ 


From Eaſt to Weſt his poinked Glories fly, | 
He warmeth every Heart, He dazleth every Eye. 
1 Beautiful Virgin. 2 Charming Lover. 
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XVIII. 
Here — 'Now r Tan T's 
Of all the Naids;"'w Amara twig 04. inme3t5 
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| Of i WW | 


Entrail'd with beeilen dei wer dee. 
The Graces eke, with N _ w- bak 
A Roſy-Chaplet, ſteep'din Nectar bring, eorticil oe 
(The Roſes gather u in the Morning Skies) 
Then, joining wick the Nuidi, form a Ning, RH 
XIX. 

cc AS Roſes and as Myrtles kindly wha ald O 
Their Sweets in 2 
Emblem of Marriage-Love! 80 Vou, receive 
Sweets e, Hana other lend 

Perfume, to Heaw'n aſcend. 
And ou with'the Gods! While Here below, 
New Myrtles, Roſes new, wichouten end, han 41 
From your luxurious Stock, full plenteous, gro, 

And with their nn and 


Next 


11 


O Several Ocraſions. 


Next Albion's Genius came, bedite in Gold, 
An Oaken Chaplet nodded on his Head. 
The Crown He held e behold; . 
Soon as he Sui . 6 1 1 0 
He pointed to the Crown, — 

To hail the Royal Pair and their Bed: Kid 2 
Echo the Woods and Vales, and Heay'n and Earth rejoice 
XXI. 

Next Liberty, the faireſt n Ground; 
The flowing Plenty af her golden Os N 
Diffuſing laviſhly Ambroſia round; 1 - (1 4 16h 17 
Her Hands cates of tl 
Which l eee nume dreh th a. 
On that ſame gentle Twain, ber Glory and hen Joy. 
1 Often 


B 2 | And 


m: 00 1 . 


And Theſe befide, a Sacred Per rage came, 
Immaculate and'fweet as Sharon-Roſe: 1 Mi: 
Upon her Breaſt a Bloody Croſs did flame, e 6 
Aumail'd with Gold and Gems in goodly Rows: fl 
A Pall of Lawn adown her Shoulders flows: 
1 Yclep'd Euſebia. She pray'd'aloud, 

Then, bleſſing Both, for her Daten dee. 
And ſpheard her Glories in a purple Cloud: 
i m_ Argue fmil'd,"full lowly Frederick bow'd: 
Fair Fame behind a filver Trumpet blew, 
Sweet to the Earth, and gra o th Shy! 
Her Mantle of a many-colour'd Hue, ee 
Her Rain-bow-Wings -pouder'd with many an re. 55 
And near her Honour, Pw, and-Gmireſyc- A 
| Honour of open Front, and ſteady Grace; Lig. 
1 2 in Steel, a Faulchion brandiſh'd W 8 124 
1 When The da pee, thrice happy daher, Ca 
| | 3 Called. 


The 


On Sever al Otcafions. - 


The Muſes clos d this intellectual Scene 
From Helicon ; who knows not Helicon ? 
Gold were their Lyres, their Laurels ever-green. | 
Soon Cho to the Prince a ſtarry Crown 


Preſents, another to his 1 Bellibone. oo & 


Then all in lofty Chorus ſwell the Son, 
Big with their happy Loves and great Renown. 
Prophetick Numbers float the Woods emong, © | / 
For Shepherd-Lad too high, for Memory too long. 
 Nathleſs thy tuneful Sons, O Oxford dur! 

By Muſes viſited; may catch the Lags, 
Sweet-pouring Streams of Nectar on the Ear, 
And from Their Lips, in Viſion, learn to raiſe 1 e 
Their Loves and Fame, to brighten future Days. 

Thee fits not, Thomalin, a ſimple Swain, | 

High Deeds to fing, but gentle Roundelays : 

Go feed thy Flock, renew the rural Strain 

On oaten Pipe, content to pleaſe the humble Plain. 
1 Fair Damſel. 2 Nevertheleſs. _ 
BEAUTY 
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a 
AIR I. 
Softly Sigh into the F lute, 


. 


Now teach the melancholy Lute 
In tender trills to melt eee 1 
But hark, She louder, louder ſings, 
Shake, a iy: 
Fire the Blood, the Spirits fire 

With muſical Thunder and-burning Dee! 
i eee 7 
Our Sous divide with fond r. | 

: Fall with her Notes; ———— 
Rais d with Hopes; with Fears depreſt; 


Sweetly 


1 


On Several Occafons. 
| Sweetly tortur'd, ſweetly bleſt; 
Sav'd by Her Voice, and Vanquifh'd. by. her _= 


R BOAEATISE » ot 1 


13 


Leaves his Acidalian Plans # oT. 


And, as th harmonious Charmer a. 


In triumph points his Darts and waves his Wings 


** 


Wuhile Silence ſoſtly chain 'd her Tongue, 


The God reſponſive tais d the Song. 


Rais d to the Raptures of a Deity, / 
The Raptures of a Tn Deity !; 


n # 54 8 
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Beauty, Lcd Beauty ſing, 
| — n. n rous . 
Beauty the firſt- beſt Work « of Gon, 
And next his own Eternal Eſſence bright 


. 
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e boron | 
Wide Bagaly Miet ding ins 12 4 b 
The Breath of Heav'n | | 
To _ their Bliſs —_— divine! 
by Ae ü Acc 4 
1 filers Naar eee EY 
PIT HEY 
Ae ebe e Wo u Du. 
Makick, as Fefe dete bes. rr 
Pours Balm upon the Lover's Wound 
Through the Ear into the Heart. 
| Roi rA l. of 
Thus once Cecilia, (tuneful Dryden fings. ) 
To fire with ſacred Rage her Sul, 
\  Touch'd into Voice the ſprightly Strings, + | _ 
And bade the filver Tides of Muſick roll. 
An Angel, liſt ning to her Lyre, 
To lift the Modulations higher, 


 Applyd 


On Soeral Octafions. — 17 


Apply'd the aiding Graces of his Tongue; 
And while the Virgin-play'd; nn wa 
ner flex 10 £ T 
Sweeteſt Mortal,:.to- befris 3 Ia 
Angels from their 8 — . 
Angels leave their Thrones . to ar J 
Muſick with Devotion glowing, - mo Aris 


8 Muſick heavenly Joys beſtowing; OF D 3901 10 


Worthy a Seraphick Er?! 
RECITATI VE. ne, Tr 


Again ſhe trembles oer the filver Strings. 


The ſilver Strings, exulting to her Hand, 
Obey. the ſweet Command 
And thus again the Angel ſings. ; 
(While Silence way'd her downy' Wings — , 
And Gladneſs ſmil'd along the purple Skies; 
All Nature ſoft ned at their Flows of Sound, > Hale 
And bright ned at the Radiance of * W 
ATR VI. 
thin the Soul refining; 
Beauty, Senſe, and Virtue joining 
| 0 


In 


- Attemper'd to Ci 


And eee with the Seraph's flaming en Und! 


' Nobly raiſe nord Creature 
To a more exalted Nature; | 


We alone are more Divine 


RI CI TAE 
ng the 
Manna melting from his Tongue 


Trembled up the willing Sky, K 


he 
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. ſweet the Muſick, how divine, 
When Heaven wall Rank in Over Jl. 
EO Ges Ges? 
AIR. VII. 
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Skill'd the ſofteſt Notes to "OP Mag <tuts7 


Skills to 
Dear Janthe Both ſupplies: 


Thee, Cecilia, Thee we find 
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In Her Form and in her Mind, 
The Angel in her Voice and Eyes 
714.7 793 EnonnDp. 48 
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Happy , 0 beyond expreſſing! 

He who taſtes th' immortal ne 

Beauty, in its Rs peeing, | 7 * : 

Ever loving and careſſing, ES 
Muſick moving, 
Bliſs improving m_ 

He'll enjoy a Heav'n-Below | - 

Happy He, beyond expreſſing! 
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DES PAIRING "MAIDEN. 
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FITHIN an unfreq equented Grove 


A tender Maid in deep Diſtreſs,” * © 
At Diſtance, made her Moan. 
| She cropt the blue-ey'd Violet. 
1 hHedew'd with many a Tear; 
1 And ever and anon her Sighs 
| Stole ſadly on my Ear. 
| | = fy» 
| 
| 


Ah faithleſs Man! how cou'd he leave | 

So fond and true a Maid ? 
Can ſo much Innocence and Truth 

Deſerve to be betray'd ? | __. In. 


a ; 
. * 
4 1 — 0 : 
h - # 1% : s ; 
: * * 1 ; * F > 
! Alaſ ? 


Os Steril Oben iu. 


Alaſs, my Mother (if the Dead 2820 S1 fic woH 
| Can hear their Children groan.) © 
What ills your helpleſs Orphan feels, 
To Sorrow left alone!” | 8 6 
1 N 
To Sorrow left by Em k ij: . 
Ah perjur d and ingrate ! — ni batlorn Il | 
Ye Virgins, learn the Wiles of Men; 
And learn to ſhun my Fate.” 
1 =” 
For whom do I theſe Flourets crop: 
For whom this Chaplet twine? 
as Brow, 
Or fade away on mine? 
But He the blooming Wreath will ſcorn, '- 
Who ſcorn d my Virgin-bloom: 
And me — alaſs! they ſuit not m,. 
VUnleſs to deck my Tomb. 


Say, ſhall they glow on Da 


How 
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How oft the dear perfidious/Youth | -- 
Invok d each Pow'r above! 
How oft He languiſn d at my Feet, 
And vow'd eternal Love! 
855 Lig 
How ſweet the Minutes dane'd away, 
All melted in Delight! 
With Him each Summer. 
And ſhort each Winter-Night. | 
Ye ſoft, ye roſy Hours of Love. 
Ah no. Let Blackneſs ſhade the Night, 


| yr ns thn, igt 


8 8 
When firſt He breath'd his Vows Non of; 


| The Scene of Pleaſure then --- but, ah ! 


The Sour Ce 2 | | Sy > * 
of | J Woes. : aA I WIE © is 72 be Ky 4 . 
; - : A | | 
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How ail I think —— a Tongue 0⁴⁰¹ vA 
Cou'd cer conſent to 9 {00 142: a; 4 
"Twas eaſy to deceive 1 Maid d an. 71 761% le 
$o ſoft and young as I. 
(Where none cdu d ere be laid 5 
Unleſs my loving Him too well.) eee ee 
And calls me e perjur'd Maid. n u 20TH 

XIV. Dt. e 

The n wh envious _— b Charms, 

Rejoice to fee 1 my Woe, WES : 
And taunting cry ee 

The Youth that low d you ſo 5 
But oh believe me, lovely Youth, © | 

f Far dearer than my Eye, im Wu \ 

I love you fill, and ſtill will love, m 

Till oh, | for you, I dye! 


5 En 
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Ey'n tho you hate, I doat to Deat ; 
My Death my Truth ſhall proveeee e.. 
My lateſt Pray rs are Pray rs for Jou. 
And Sighs are Sighs of Love.“. At 
She coard; — (while Pity gen de 
Diflolv'd in filent Show'rs : ) d 
Then faintly Damon!“ yd: and breaths | 
Her Soul amid the Fre rs. 
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DESPAIRING L'OVER:'" 
£-gemgognd int tor} apt % VER 

THEN gloomy November, to Nature unkind, 

VY Both ſaddens the Skies, and oppreſſes the Mind, 

By Beauty undone, a diſconſolate Swain 00 

Thus figh'd his Deſpair to the Winds and the Rain. 

« In vain the Wind blows, and in vain the Rains beat, 

They fan but my Flame, without quenching the Heat ; 

For ſo fierce is the Paſſion which Stella inſpires, 

Not the Ocean itſelf cou'd extinguiſh i | 

Why gaz'd ye, My Eyes, with ſuch aking Delight, 

Till Paradiſe open'd and ſwam in my Sight: 

Yes, Paradiſe open'd, and oh! to my Coſt, 

The Serpent I found, but the Paradiſe loſt, 
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ide with what Fondned her Heart I AddreRt, 
What paſſionate Tenderneſs bled in my Breaſt: 
Vet ſo far was my Truth from engaging Belief, 
That — frown rd at ”_ Vown,! tho' She mid at 1 
Sure never was Love ſo ill-fated as mine; £ | 
Her, what, muſt I WeY 7 — 


If a Friend ſhall demand 

Yes, yes, O reſign Her, be bravely diſtreſt ; 

And tho' I die unhappy, yet — may He be bleſt! 

And how bleſt muſt He be? O to live on her Charms 

At her Wit while He wonders to fink in her Arms! 

But yet, O my Soul, to his Friendſhip be juſt: 

Let Him live on her Charms; Fl go down to the Duſt. 
To the Chambers ef Darkneſs I glady will go, 

For the Light without Her is the Cobur of Wee + © 

Come, Death, then relieve me, my Life I reſign, | 


: Since the Arrows of Lore a are leſs friendly than Thine. 
. 


NIE: 

Ye Virgins of Is, FF Fair and the Young, 

Whoſe Praiſes ſo often have ſweet ned my Tongue, 
In Pity, when of my fad Fate you ſhall hear, 

Oh, honour my Grave with a Roſe and a Tear ! 


2 © ; 
7 


Perhaps the dear, beautiful Cauſe of my Dem 
May ſteal, by the Star-light, and viſit my Tomb: 

My Ghoſt, if one $igh ſhall but heave in her Breaſt, / 
Tho' reſtleſs without it, contented will reſt. 


& 
to 
G 


T O * H E 
AUTHOR of LEONIDAS : A Pop, | 


Ren krierrs. 


ARM'D with thy vas wh Liberty inſpires, 
Which Nature forms and ſacred Reaſon _ 
eee Receive . 
The honeſt Praiſe a Friend may dare to give. 
| Moſt of our Poets chuſe their early Theme 
A flow'ry Meadow, or a purling Stream. 

Thy Genius took a flight above the Groves, 

The Pipe neglected and the Rural Loves; 
To God-like Newton's Praiſes fwell'd thy Lyre, 

Play d with the Light and graſp d zthereal Fire. 

So the Young Lyrick-Lark, on trembling Wings 
Oer Meadows warbles, and to Shepherds ſings, 

The youthful Eagle, born to nobler Sway, 

- Enjoys the Sun, and boldly faces Day. 

Next brave Leonidas, with Virtue warm d, 


The Child of Heav'n and Thee! our Wonder charm'd: 
2 = | Our 
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Our Wonder and our Silence beſt can tell 
How much He lov'd his Greece, how great He fell. 
His Arm how dreadful, how compos d his Mien! 
| Fierce as a God, and as a God ſerene. 
Horrid with Gold, and formidably bright 
He lightens and He thunders through the Fight; 
With bleeding Hills He heaps the groaning Plain, 
And crimſon Torrents mingle with the Main. 
At laſt, collecting all his Patriot-Fires, 
In the full Blaze of Liberty expires. | 

If bleſt Immortals bend their Thoughts below, 
(And Verſe like thine may liſt ning Angels draw. & 
What new-felt Raptures through the Hero roul, 
To find his Deeds immortal as his Soul! LL 344 
To ſhine above each Patriot's honour'd Name, 
Thron d in Thy Verſe, the Temple of his Fame 
Rich as the Pillars which ſupport the Skies, 


And bright with Wit as Heav'n with Starry Dies 


As Virtue, firm; as Liberty, ſublime; 
A Monument to mock the Rage of Time. 


— 
— nts int. Uſn . Sed, F i NCC — «. 9% Co tr TO DEE, aro oe 
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Did Homer, ſay, thy glowing Breaſt inſpiree 
To fing the Spartan with Athenian Fire?  » MM 
Or Homer's Self revives again in There. MI 

For Grecian Chiefs and Grecian Wit I ſee. --- ; 
His mighty Spirit all thy Genius guides, ( 
And o'er thy Boſom roll his golden Tides. \ 
Jleſt is thy Fancy which durſt firſt deſpiſe ( 
Gods in Machines and Bullies from the un e 
| Nor Arioſtos Fables fill thy Page 3 el | 
Nor Tafſ's Points, but Firgits fober Rage it or 8 
Pure - temper d Fires an equal Light maintain, 7 
To warm the Reaſon, not to ſcorch the Brain. C 
Ho ſoft, how ſtrong thy varied Numbers move, 
Or ſwelld to Glory, or diffoly'd to Love. 
Correct with Eaſe; where all the Graces meet, 
Nervoully plain, majeſtically ſweet. | 
The Muſes well thy Sacrifice repay 
Attendant warbling in each heavenly Lay 
When Ariana graſps th abhorred Dart, u 
Each Lover bleeds and feels it in his Heart. 
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Ah faithful Pair | by Miſery improv'd :: | 
Who wou'd not die to love as you have loy'd ot buf 
Like Teribazus gladly I cou'd disse 
To draw one tear from dear Tanthi's Eye.. | 
One Sigh of Hers wou'd recompence my Breath | 
Wou'd ſweeten Pain, and ſanctify my Death. A ON 
O might I, while her Eyes inflict the Wound. 
Or her ſoft Lute diſſolves a plaintive' Sound. 
Might I, while She inhales my lateſt Breath, dn, | 
Sink from her Arms into the Arms of Death ! 7 
Then riſe, (fo pure a Wiſh may be forgiven.) cn r 
O ſweet Tranſition, from her Breaſt to Heav n! | | 
Forgive this fond Excurſion of my Woo | 
Forgive theſe Tears, that will, rebellious, flow; , 
Forgive theſe Sighs, that will, unbidden, rife, _. 
Till Death for ever cloſe her from my Eyes. | 
But thou, bleſt Youth,” may thou for ever know | | 
The chaſte Endearment, and parental Glow : | 
The ſtill, the ſacred; the melodious Hour, SP Ts 
he Morning-Cloſet, and the E ning-Bo r. 


—— 
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There, 


| P 2 O | | | E | | J 
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There, when thy Muſe ſhall let her Eagle fly, 
And nobly lift a Mortal to the Sky, 
When all th' inſpiring God dilates thy Soul, 
And quick Ideas kindle as they roll, | 
Let Britiſb Valour thy brave Care engage, 
With Britiſd Valour fire the glorious Page. 
Bid Henry's 1 thy Poem glow, 
Let Agin-Court, let Grelf 8 enn hin, 
Run purple in thy Lines and bleed again; 
Britannia then, no more Her Sons ſhall mourn, 
Extinct, forgotten in the filent die: I T 155 
Born on the Wings of Verle their "0 ſhall ifs, 4 
Dear to the Earth and grateful to the Skies. 5 
Hail, Poetry | whoſe Life-infuſing Lays _ 
Bid Time roll back aud ſleeping Atoms raiſe ; _ 
Duſt into Being wake, expand the Tomb, | rr 
Dead Glory quicken, and reſtore loſt Bloom 
As Gop, from Mortals heighten to Divine, | 
And give Us through Eternity to ſhine! 


 Glaer! 
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Glover ! thy Mind, in various Virtue wiſe, 
| Each Science claims, and makes each Art thy Prize. 
With Newton ſoars,” familiar to the = 
Or down chk the Globe below, Duh 
Through humbler Realms of OI loves to flow. 
promiſcuous Beauties dignify thy Breaſt, A 
By Nature happy, as by Study dileſt, 5:12 on 26960 
Thou, Wit's Columbus ! from the Epick-Throne | 
New Worlds deſery d, and made Them all our own : 
Thou firſt through real Nature dar'd explore, 

And waft her ſacred Treaſures to our Shore. 


ut Ki 


91 


The Merchant thus, by Heav'nly Wiſdom led, 


(Each Kingdom noted, and Each Law ſurvey'd. ) 
On Britain pours whate re can ſerve Mankind, 
Adorn the Body, or delight the Mind. 

Spices which blow'd in Araby the bleſt, 

And breath'd a Paradiſe around the Eaſt. - 
Unclouded Sapphires ſhow their azure Sky, 
Em'ralds with ſmiling Green refreſh the Eye : 
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Here bleeds the Ruby, Diamonds ſparkle there, 
To tremble on the Boſoms of our Fair. 5150 
Yet ſhou d the Sun with ten-fold Luſtre ſhine, 

Exalt with deeper Dies the flaming Mine, 
Shou'd ſofter Breezes and more genial Skies 

Bid ſweeter Spice, in blooming Order, riſe, 

Nor Gems, nor Spice cou'd Nature know to name, 
Bright as thy ay or Ty as . Fame. | 
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ODE BRUMALIS: 


29 
AMicum Oxonienſem. 


Hev! ſereni mollia tempora - * 
E Conduntur anni. Fila, puer, lyræ | 
Laſcivientis frange: Bruma' 

Flebilis officium Camœnæ 
Pullata poſcit ; non falis Attici ; 
Hzc flore gaudet. Preterit ocyor/ 


Qud ceſſit Umbræ gloria frondeæ? 4 
Qud Serta, mixtis viva coloribus 
| Ornare non indigna Papi . 
Marmora, ſive comas Ianthæ. 


Ea 
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Heu 
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F en 


Heu Veris ætas occidit aure, 
AEfatis atque argentea, & æremaa 
Receſſit Autumni, ſeveræ 
Ferrea ſola Hyemis rernanſit. 


ll Sic vita tranſit noſtra | volantibus 181 

| Urgetur horis. Quid Sapiens age. 
Quid ergo Prudens? Ille, certs 1 
Dona rapit fugientis hore, 


Gratus Deorum cultor.  Hyems Virum, 

Quem lavit J, Flumen Apollinis,* | 
Quem Suada puro melle fovit;  . 

Intrepidum ferict procellis. 


| Nigreſcat æther, pectore candids 
Pax alba ridet: mugiat Africus. 
Euruſque; tu, tranquilla Virtus, 1m) 
Vere tumens, Zephyros reduces. 


rn 


3 | „ . 
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On Abr date. 


Inne Find neſcia criminis, 


Te, Amice, munit, tectum adamantino 


Thorace; te non atra bilis 


Mente quatit placids Novembris. 


Nec Me November mente hilari quatit, 


Triſteſque Menſes: fallitur improba 
Vel Cura Muſis, vel Choreis, 


Dulce vices ſubeunte Baccho;” - - 


Heratiani pocula nunc Meri 
Grato ore libo, digna labris Jovis! 


Nunc intimas & ſuave Nectar 


Ovidii fluit in medullas. 


Ol grandis inflet Ca/hope Tubam, 1 070 
Mentem Illa ſemper cantu Heliconio : 


Virgilius dedit ire cazlo. 


Accendit : Io! me jam aperto 


Pompas 
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Pompam Theatri viſers N | 
Garrickus urget, Dramatis Arbiter ! - 
Decore, geſtu, voce, vultu - 
Ille oculos capit, ille mentes. 


Odi profanos, pace tus, jocos, 
Vanburge, — odi : me gravis attrahit 
Sbaleſpear, Cothurnati per ævum 
Omne Pater, Colun 


Heus ! deme Soccos : — alta Tragedia way 


Jubet : --- Cothurnos induit aureos:— 
Orcheſtra, majeſtate adaucta, 
Sub pedibus . horret. 


Quod "FRO aures non imitabile.. 

Et corda ſternit: Terror b 
Pervadit intùs nos: : Otbells / vert 

En rabido tonat ore Orhello! ! 
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' Proh! quantus irz gurges inæſtue 
Spumatque venis! ut tumet in mina: 


Quam ſplendidè bacchatur excors! 
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Ah! gemit — ah] trepidat — ruenſque, 


Procumbit heros! --- Gaudia funt nimls 
Hæc ſæva, Shakeſpear ! Turbinibus finus 
Perflas voluptatis micantes : I, 
Ferre animus der his tamnltus. 


Mutare Scenam jam lubet. --- Ibimus, 


Quo ſuavis Ormay nos vocat, ibimus, 


Turgidulis redeas ocellis. 


Planctus gementum planctibus addere 

Eſt dulce ſemper. Monimic dolor, 

Me teſte, gutta molliore | 
Sæpeè genas, tacite, fefellit, 
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O quz paventum murmura Virginum 
Queſtuſque mulcent aera Odoribus | —- _ 
Tu vincis, Ofway ! corda vincis ; 
Euripidis renovans triumphos. 


Plauſus ovantum fint aliis Virum 

Quæſita merces: fat tibi gloriæ, 

Te urgente, Vates invidende, 
Vifgineus maduiſſe vultus. 


WIN. 
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Tranſlation of ODE BRUMALITS. 


By ho 3 | 
| Mr. TaTTERSAL, late Fellow of Trinity Coll. 
Cambridge. 


X Las! no longer now appear 

A The ſofter Seaſons of the Year. 
Of Sports and Loves what Muſe n ſings? 

Away, my Lyre ; — Boy, break the Strings. 


Old joyleſs Winter, who diſdains 
Your ſprightly, flow'ry, Attic Strains, 
Wrapt into Sable calls for Airs 
hes: gloomy, as the Bug he Weary -. 


Pleaſure, for ever on ha Wing, of; 
Wild, wanton, reſtleſs, fluttering Thing, | 
=; er 
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Airy ſprings by with ſudden Speed, 
Swifter than Maro's ee Steed. 


Ak! where is hid the Slee Scene, 
The leafy Shade, the vernal Green ? 
In Flora s Meads the Sweets that grew, 


Colours which Nature's Pencil drew, 0 
Chaplets, the Buſt of Pope might wear, 
Worthy to . around Tanthe's SAD | 
Gay-mantled Spring away is flown, © LEX 
The ſilver- treſſed Summer's gone, | 2 
And golden Autumn; nought nne vo ed 
But Winter with his iron N 


The feather- footed lose that ts U. 
Say, Human Life thus paſſes by.” by 
What ſhall the Wiſe,” he Brudene? they ; ig 
Will ſeize the Bounty of To-day, | 
And 4c to the Gus their grateful mage pay 


, 
by » a 
— Pug 
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The Man, whom s Stream inſpires, - 


Whom Pallas owns, and Phæbus fires, _ 
Ne 


He Winter's Storms, undaunted ſtill, ſuſtains. 


Black lowring Skies ne er hurt the Breaſt 
By white- rob d Innocence: poſſeſt. | 
Roar as ye Liſt, ye Winds, — begin, . 
Virtue proclaims fair Peace within: 
Ethereal Pow'r ! tis you that bring 5 
The balmy Zephyrs, and reſtore the Spring. 


Should Dangers e er my Friend aſſaill, 
virtue flings round her Coat of Mail; 
Kindly protects Thee from all Harms, : - 
W Dreſt in her native ſpotleſs Charms. 

Thy Mind at eaſe no Tumult knows, 
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With all his Rage tho' black November blows. 
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Dark 
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Dark ſtormy Months I too defy, 
November blows, and what care I: 
Tun'd to new Joys my Hours are on the Wing, 
I blend the Dance or with the Muſes fing : | 
While Bacchus Bleſſings varied Pleaſures bring. 


With Horace now diſpos'd to laugh, 
Worthy the Lips of Fove I quaff 
Rich Yeny/me: now loſe my Soul 
In Ovid's ſweet nectareal Bow). 


If you, Calliope, ſhould dei 
Aloud to ſound a martial Strain, 
| Your Vot'ry ſtreight in Rapture hears 
The noble Muſic of the Spheres : 
Mounted on Wings, ſee! ſee! I fly 


Wich Mantua's Swan, and range the toundleſs Sky. 


With eager Joy I oft repair 
To the gay crouded Theatre, 


CA — 9 __— 4 
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Where ſhines the Man who treads our Stage, 
Garrick ! the Roſcius of the Age! | 

His Voice, Mien, Manner, Look, a Life imparts ; 
'Tis He who captivates our Eyes, --- our Hearts. 


Janbrugh, — your leave, what's lewdly writ 
I hate, — I hate th' Immoral Wit. 
Immortal Shakeſpear I admire,  - 
And kindle at his ſacred Fire: 
O! what a Glory breathes his Page, 
He lives? He lives thro ev'ry Age 
Father of Tragedy, He reigns 
Sole Monarch o'er Theatric Plains. 


Hence with the Sock: the Queen — 
Grac'd with the golden Buſkin ſtands: 
The Stage in Majeſty improves, | 
Trembling beneath her, awful as ſhe moves. 


What Thunder burſts ! -—- it ſhakes the Heart -— — 
Thunder beyond the Reach of Art ! . 
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The claps ! -— heard em, how they roll! 


The lovely Terror fills my Soul: 


Who talks of Fiends! — of gaping Graves! -— 


Othello ! — tis Othello raves ! - 


What Tenderneſs! — what fierce Diſdain 


Whirls, boils, and foatns thro'ey'ry Vein! 


He ſwears ! --- invokes Hell, Earth, Air, Skies! A 
See where the glorious Madman flies ! i} b = 
He groan, — »he trembles, nen — the Hero dies 
Sbaleſpear, cncediing 4 like = bo 
(I almoſt faid) are Cruelties: | 
Whirlwinds of Pleaſure tear the panting Breaſt, 
And the Mind akes, too exquiſitely bleſt. 
Chang d is the Scene: — methinks I rove 
In ſome enchanted Cypreſs-Grove, .. -. 


Soft Otway calls! --- who can refuſe 
The plaintive Voice of Otiays Muſe ? | 
# £4 4 „ 4 # "> i #&S-3 


Well 
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We'll go, my fair Janthe, we will go, 
Tho' your fond love- inſpiring Eyes o'erflow 


Sweet is the Sympathy of Woe; _ 
Have I not ſeen (nay felt em too 
Down-ſtealing Tears, big, filent, flow, 
Speak a ſoft Language as they flow, 
| Daughters of tender Grief, expreſs 
Charming Monimia's deep Diftrefs! + | 


What murmurs of the anxious Fair! 
What Sighs around perfume the Air !  _ 
Orway, you paint what Nature is, 
Beyond the Bard of Salamis; | 
Your Muſe can with our Paſſions play, 

And ſteal us from ourſelves away. 


Let others prize, what Men beſtow, 
The lofty Name, the laurel'd Brow : - 


3 
U * 
47 
-. I 


* 
N * 
i 
- 
1 
1 
og: 


Like bubbling Springs, more beautiful in 8 


More 


— 
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More charming, ſure, thy Triumphs are 
(Who would not wiſh to win the Fair!) 
To raiſe at Pleaſure Hopes, or Fears, 

To ſoften Virgins into Tears. 

Poet, I envy thee, who thus 

Canſt conquer Them, who conquer Us. 
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ns Lyeu im Miki dizi 221158 
Raptim; nee Awum (uur inflens) | 
Vecale de Myrto recuſo 46 
Vellere liberiore:Dextr. (1 


Et Quis vetabit quo minds audeam AI $£0715326.4 


Jucunda Yeris Diva. Quid amplids 
Rugæ juvabunt? Verſicoloribus 
En Maius Alis raptus affat 


75 K | Amice? 


Amice 1 (blando hoc mum 0 | 
O Woode? ) cum Quo ſeps per dis | 

| Errare Sylvas, niincque/Cantu 
Nuncque Mero licuit morantes-. 


Duxiſſe Soles in Thetidis Toros, das. 1 24 aUr MF | 
Amice! Gui Teile Boe (11a 1_# 
Cingunt Coronis? Quaquè mollee 


Chorùſve Pindi temporà dividit?ꝰ?W— war 
Sunt Ambo grati; Menſe Mas ener 2 0hν 
Quin Charites. melids colantur. un 
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Herbis tumenti, vivus ubi tremor auderuy. ages 
Splendeſcit Undz ; 2 Pots lA wind nd 
S1que aderint, Thai 1 A 
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Adſit Jocorum grata proteryitas · wr 2-1malT 20 
Thalia pleno Quos Tibt depluit a d ene od 
Cornu: nec ahſit accu, icy odd 


Evohe ! eee. 29 


Handalus omnes tendere Barbi: 
Nervos laboret; eee ttt F140 
 Jantha cantu, dum jo o 1 


Tangit Ebur geniale P Waabem re en 3*& 


Audite, Czh !/ num-Modulaminis int no Þ LT 


Tales Triumphos Aula reſert pF 


Stellata? Splirrarumue tales 
Lucidus & numeraſus Ori d [inogol 
O lene Murmur ! cum Venus aurea 
Inire ſomnos, ſtrata Roſis, Parat, 
Melofque poſcit; talis Küra 
Lalias tremit inter Umbras. 


91442 G 2 Que 
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Quz Flamma Venis paſta! 2 
Succumbo victus blanditiis Lyre : 
Succumbo victus _— Vat, 


Sic Prata ſævis florea Solibus 
Oppreſſa languent. Fe erte, citd, 3 = 
Lenimen Acro; ; des Rores 
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Fruſtra : nec unquam Meregſi Manus 
| "Nee Flannery: eee 
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J PR 5 2 N Mn 
Tranſlation of ODE VERWALTS.”. 
I the Reverend 1 


Mr. i late Fellow of Tri Call: 
Cambria. 


ARE flies the Raptures Wee ag 
eee, eee 2 bid e 
And from yon Mynde in matel ts ded . 


To Thee the jocand Muſe I End, tay 0: 
With ſprightly — e or 
For all Things now around look gay, £0 
Why mayn't I laugh, as well as They? 
The Fair, the Young, my Hour bye, dV 
2 . T ck Sh 


Creative 
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Creative Goddeſs of the * 
No more of Winter's 90 Stortns Ffin g, 


See May in wanton Joy peer | 
Sprgaſ his gay Wings, and fen the buxom {Sie L 


My Friend ( indulge the tender Name) 
My Priend, near V ſatred Sttedm, 1 6.22 0 ns od. 
With whom ſo oft I us d to rov | 
Careleſs, i in Garden, Mead, or Grove ; 
A Glaſs, a Song:. thus Vou and 12 2ait-a 5 AY 
Have bid the golden Minutes faz 3 
Seen many a Sun, with ſloaping Rays. „ we 1222 


' Li 9 2 | - 1 5 1 1 
Ling' ring retire, and bleſt the falling Day 
* 0 — 2 e F © * : 
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© tell me what ſoft. Tliumphs no]. 
Wreath blooming Garlands rouad thy Bro]- :; 
What Nymph, for winning Beauty known. 
Giving you Joy, cmlest her gj i 
Whether the Graces, or th Nine ð ͤUD“iiꝛ7 
Divide thy Hours, for gu are thine? 7 1 
Tis merry May, Swains, greet the Graces Shrine. 
LS 10 
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Happy at ſudden 3 TUG * 6: 020k of] 
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To frolic on the tuſted Gras 
To view clear Waters as they paſs,” ot-2944t och bin A 
That darts, and dances on the Stream: 
To court the Muſe, toy with the Fair, | 


(Pleaſure like theſe of — Lever ſhare) / 


ans WY; ot not! 2 An 


5 
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The Seaſon bids: A Friend or wo, ni gig lubal 
Ingenious, affable, le you; o 00 s ar nn 


To kindle Mirth : and let me join 
Bacchus, the purple Sovereign of the Vine.” 


* — 


May gad-like' Handel now inſpire” oo 
The tuneful Pow'rs, and fill the Choir: 1 85 
Lanthe, charming as ſhe ſings, 

Wake with a nimble 5 ago th u harmonious —_ 
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Liſten, ye Heal to Strains, above” D 
un re the ary Court of Jove, © :tiloo xn? 
" Loſt 


i * : 
. t N * 7 
* - > * 7 : I 3 1 3 o af IS 10 - D ; "of *. #% 4 wt 
2. 


* *. 


Loſt in melodious Raptures, hears 

Amid the filver-ſounding Sphere 
Where Orbs on Orbs in Concert rowl, „ 
And Muſick trembles round from Pole to Pole. 


o melting Sound ! when Sleep unſeen 
Juſt ſteals upon the ett £ 
Indulging in th Idalian Shade, 
Stretcht on a Couch, of Roſes made, 

The Lute ſoft-warbling, ſuch the Air 
That en Hays and lull th immortal Fa W 


bt. o 
1 
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| The Fianna chat Gd within wap Breaſt! 

I faint, I dye, with Charms oppreſt ; 

Her Voice, her Face, her ſweet Spinnet, 
The Neck of Iv'ry, and the Hair of Jet. 


80 languiſhes, and fades away; 
The Flow'r beneath the Blaze of Day; 
Quick, my Companions, quick app, 
D 
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Metcalf, to ſooth a burning Pain, 
By Paan tavghr, may try, but ry i in vain. 


Not Mercalf s Skill, tho known to Fame, 
Can flake the Fury of my Flame, 
Not all his Juices quench ; nor yet 
Dear Friend, the Flow of your engaging. Wit. 
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THE NAT IVI T v. 


A ColLIEZGE-ExXRERCIS E. 736 


1 (Light 
Was Morn! the Fields were ſprinkled o'er with 


The Folds unpent ſent out their Flocks to feed: 
i Bheptizrd-Boy, (young Thomaln he 1 hight, * 
With flying Fingers deftly tun'd his Reed; 
Where auncient is laves the Muſes Mead, 
(Forever Smile the Mead and flow the Stream wy: 
He ſung the Birth of David's holy Seed: 
Tho low his Voice, full lofty was his Theme; ; 
2 TY, his Senſes all were rapt into 2 Dream. 
H. 
3 Eftſoons he yd a Grove, the Seaſon” $ Pride, 
All in the Centre of a pleaſant Glade, | 
Where Nature flowriſh'd like a Virgin-Bride ; 
Mantled with Green, with Hyacinths inlay'd, 
| 5 2 8 er Beds of Lillies ſtray'd; 
| 1 Named or called. 2 Quickly, 3 hs 


"The 


On Several Occaſions. 59 


The blue-ey'd Violet and King-C up gay, 


And newblown-Roſes, ſmiling ſweetly-red, 


Outglow'd the bluſhing Infancy of Day, away. 
While amorous Weſt-Winds kiſt their fragrant Souls 
„„ 
EL 4 Pavilion rear'd within its Heighe,: 
The Capitals and F reezes Gold entire, 
Gliſt ning with Carbuncles; a various Light 
Way'd tremulous, and ſet the Eye on Fire. 
A filken Curtain, drawn on filver Wire, : 
| And ting'd with Colours of the ſummer Sk), 
WH Flow'd round, and bade the ruder Gales retire. 
Four Forms attendant at the Portals lie, 
The fame Ezekzel ſaw with keen-prophetic Eye. 
. 5 | IV. | : . 

Unlike, O much unlike, the ſtrauy Shed, 
Where Mary, Queen of Heaven, in humbleſs Lay, 
Where 2 erſt the Infant- God repos d his Head, 

And deign d to dwell in Tenement of Clay; 
The clouded Tabernacle of the Day! 


1 Huimility. 2 Formerly, ſomciime ſince. 


Ha 0 


60 Bo 
The Shepperd's Dream was myſtical, ! I ween, 
| Jfaiab on his Boſom pour d a Ray, : 
And painted to his Eyes the gentle Scene, 
| Where Lions dandled Lambs; O Peace, thy golden Reign! 
High-ſmiling in Delight a Lady fate. 
Young as the dawning Morn, on Iv'ry Throne; 
Upon her Looks the Virgin-Virtues wait, - 
The Virgin-Virtues wait on Her alone! 
Her Sapphire-Eyes with gentle Spirit ſhone : 
Fair Bountyhead was open'd in her Face, 
Of Honour and of Love the 2 Paragon ! | 
A ſweet Regard and moſt auſpicious Grace 
Beſpoke her Lineage high: She was of David's Race. 
AE 71. e | 
Upon her Lap a lovely Infant lay, 
And ken'd the Mother by her ſmiling Grace. 
His Looks were radiant as the Bloom of Day, 
And Angel-Sweetneſs purpled in his Face. 
Oh! how the Mother did the Babe embrace 
11 think. 2 The Pattern or Model 


With 
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With tender Blandiſhment and fondling Care! 
She gaz d, and gaz d, i ne cou'd enough careſs 
His Cheeks, as Roſes red, as Lillies fair, 
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The holy Day-Spring hight, Heav'ns everlaſting Heir 


: VIL 
Near Him a goodly Pers'nage mildly ſhone, 


With Looks of Love, and ſhedding Peace and Joy: 
Her Looks were Love, ſoft-ſtreaming from the Throne 


Of Grace, and ſweetly melted on the Boy: 


25 


Her Tongue drop'd Honey, which wou'd never cloy. 


Mercy 2 yclep'd. All Nature on her ny 
To drink her Manna and her Smiles enjoy ; 
Young laughing Angels «Mercy, Mercy,” ſung ; Ira 


Heay'n echo d «* Mercy” back, the Spheres with «Mere 


VIII. 
Thus if the Clouds, enroll'd with deadly Food, 
Forget to thunder in the zthereal Tow rs, 
But ſilently diſſolve in kindly Mood, 


In foſtering Dews, and Balm, and Honey-Show'rs; - 


ang all the Fields for Joy, and all the Bow'rs. 
1 Nor. 2 Called or named. | 


The 
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The Shrubs and Herbs freſh Odours round them fling, 

Pop up their ſmiling Heads the little Flow rs, 

Warble the Birds, exulting on the Wing, 

And all the wild-wood Notes the genial Bleſſings ſing. 

High o'er his Head was held a ſtarry Crown, 

Emblem of Royalty and princely Might: 

His Prieſthood was by golden Mitre ſhewn; 

An Eagle Young, with E'yn moſt piercing-bright, 

To prove the Prophet drank the diſtant Light. 

But ſtrangeſt was to ſee a bloody Hand 

Uprear a Croſs, the Croſs with Blood bedight : 

Ten thouſand Angels, Autt'ring ; in a Band, 

Admir'd the myſtic Sign but cou'd not underſtand. 

Now dulcet Symphonies, and Voices meet, 

Mellifluous ſtole upon the Shepherd's Ear, 

Which ſwell'd fo high and dy'd away ſo ſweet, 

As might have charm'd a Seraph from his Sphere. 

Happy the Swain that 2 mote ſuch Muſic hear! 

1 Stained or adorned. 2 Might or muſt. 

Eftſoons 
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Eftſoons a joyous Fellowſhip was ſeen 
Of Ladies 1 gent, and Beauties without 2 peer, 
As they a Train of Goddeſſes had been; 
In manner of a Maſk, radiant along the Green. 
5 
Faith led the Van, her Mantle dipt in Blue, 
Steady her Ken, and gaining on the Skies; | 
Obedient Miracles around her flew: 
She pray'd, and Heay'n burſt open on her Eyes, | 
And golden Valves roll'd back in wond'rous Wiſe © -: 
And now ſome Hill, with all its ſhaggy Load 
Of Trees and Flocks, unto the Ocean 3 hie: 
Now Wings of Cherubs, flaming all abroad, 
Careering on the Winds in Sight upbear their Gd. 
Next pe, the gayeſt Daughter of the Sky 
Her nectar-dewed Locks with Roſes bound; 
An Eden flouriſh'd where ſhe caſt her Eye, 
And Flocks of Sports and Joys, their Temples crown'd, 
\ Plum'd their bright Wings, and thump'd the hollow 
[Ground. - 


Grief 


1 Gentle or handſome, 2 Without Equal. 3 Haſtens. 
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Grief gladden d, and forgot to drop a Tear 
At her Approach; ne Sorrow * mote be found, 
Ne rueful- looking 2 Drad, ne pale- ey d Care; "WY 
And 'neath her Chariot Wheels ſhe cruſh'd hell-black De- 
Then Charity full-zon'd, as her beſeems, | 1 
Her Breaſts were ſofter Ivory, her Hair Tn 
Play'd with the ſunny Rays in amber Streams, 
And floated wanton on the buxom Ai; 
As Mercy kind, as Hope divinely fair. 
| Her Soul was Flame, and with prolific Rays 
The Nations warm'd, all-bright withouten Glare. 
Both*Men and Angels, as ſhe paſſes, gaze, 
But chief the Poor, the Lame, the Blind, the Naked, praiſe 
The Train of Virtues next, a dainty Train! | 
Advance their Steps, ſweet Daughters of Delight, | 
Awfully ſweet, majeſtically plain! TE 
Celeſtial Love, as E'yn of Seraphs bright, 
And ſpotleſs as their Robes of new-ſpun Light. 


1 Might. 2 Fear or Terror. = 


A a. 


| Tr uth, 
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Truth, ſimple as the love-fick Village-Maid ; | 
Health-blooming Temperance, a comely.: Wight : 
Humility, in homely. Weeds array d. 
And by her, in a Line, an Aſes-Colt the led. 
But heark, the jolly Pipe, and rural Lay! 
And ſee, the Shepherd clad in Mantle blue, 
And Shepherdeſs in ruſſet Kirtle gay, 
Come dauncing on-the Shepherd-Lord to view, 
And pay, in decent Wiſe, Obeyſance due. 
Sweet-ſmelling Flow'rs the gentle Votaries bring, 
Primroſes, Violets, wet with MomingDew, | 
The ſweeteſt Incenſe of the early Spring; 
A humble, yet,” I weet, a nn, 
| | XVI. | 
Jocund to lead the Way, with dane Rays, | 
Danc'd a Star-errant up the orient Sky; ; 8 
The new-born Splendor ſtreaming o'er the Place, ; 
Where Feſus lay in bright Humility, + . 
Seem'd a fixt Star unto the wond'ring Eye : 
woe N 
N Three 


Three Seers  unwiſt the Captai 
Of awful 2 Semblance, added 


Full royally along the Lawn They tread TS! 
And each with circling Gold 4 mtu had his Head, 
XVII. 


Low, very low on bended Knee they greet | | 
The Virgin-Mother, and the Son adore, | | 

The Son of Love! and kiſs his bleſſed Feet; 
Then ope the Vaſes and preſent their Store, 
Gold, Frankincenſe and Myrrh; what cou'd ME more! 
For Gold and Myrrh a dying King s divine; i}-19977 
The Frankincenſe, from Arab's ſpicy Shoar, | 
Confeſs d the God; for God did in him Shine: LThine 
Myrrh, Frankincenſe and Gold, God-Man, v were * | 

XVIII. 
And laſt, triumphant on a purple Cloud, | 

Fleecy with Gold, a Band of Angels ride: 
They boldly ſweep their Lyres, and, punk loud, 
The richeſt Notes of Harmony divide; . ! 


Scarce Thomalin the Rapture cou'd abide : 


1 Unknown, unlook'd for. 2 Appearance. 3 88 . Black; 
but a . Error. 4 HY or F mace brave. 5 Foretell. * | 
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And ever and aden che Babe they eye, . 

And through the flefhily Veil the God deſery d, | 

Shrill Hallelujahs tremble up the Sky? reply. 

« Good-Wilt and Peace to Man,” the Choirs in Heav'n 

XIX. 

They ended : and al Nature ok was chang al 

Oer Diamond-Pebbles ran the liquid Gold: 

And fide by fide the Lamb and Lion rang'd 

The flow'ry Lawn. The Serpent gently roll'd 

His gliſtering Spires, "and playfull. Tongue outloll d 

To lick the Infant-Hand. Together fed 

The Wolf and Kid, together ſought a Fold. 

The Roſes bluſh'd with more celeſtial Red 

Hell groan'd * all her Dens; and grim Death drop'd 

XX. lcdovyn dead. 

a Whitom theſe Scenes the tuneful Tic ork Swain, 

With Eſay s heav'nly Pencil taught to glow : 

Then ceaſe, O ceaſe, the antiquated Strain; 

Nor 2 marr His Song : but reverently go, 

And in the Temple of his Muſes bow. --- | 


1H Js I 1 Formerly, ſometime ago. 2 Spoil, 


I 2 . - © Dean 


A 
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@ —_ b 0 
| Delight and Wonder broke the Shepherd's Dream; 


Faded the Scenes: and, in a goodly Row, 
Ruſh'd on his Eyes the Muſes well-lov'd Theme, 
Fair Rhedicyna's Tow'rs, and Is ſacred Stream f 
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O gently fan the Trees, 
That form yon fragrant Bow'r r- 
Where Sylvia, lovelieſt Maid! 
On Nature's Carpet laid. ? 
| Enjoys the Ev'ning Hour. 


P * — 
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Hence, hence, ye Objects foul, | 
The Beetle, Bat, and Owl, 

The Hagworm, Neute, and Ow 
But F airy-Elves, unſeen, | 
May gambol o'er the Green, 

And circle her Abgde. 


Low, blow, thou Summer-Breeze, 
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Breathe, 
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| e breathe 55 Incence, May; 


Ye Flow'rs, your homage pay, 
o One more fair and ſweets" 
Ye op yning Roſe-Buds, ſhade, 
With fragrant Twine, her .Head, 
Ye Lillies, kifs her Feet. 
” N IV. I od tat 
Shed, ſhed thy ſweeteſt Sys =. 
In particolour'd streams, of 
Thou Fount of Heat a ll 


No, no, withdraw thy Ray. 


Her Eyes effuſe a Dar 
As mild, as warm, as bright. 
5 V. .O bns 

Flow, * than. Cryſtal-Rill. Wal 
With tinkling gurgles =: 180 


The Mazes of the Groves? 
And if thy murmuring Stream . 7394 223112 


Invite my Love to dream, | 
O may She dream Flo! 
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N VI. 
Y Sing, ſing ye feather d Quires, | 
And melt to ſoft Defires 

Her too obdurate Breaft : © 
Then, in that tender Hour, 


Tl ſteal into her Bow'r, 
And teach Her to be bleſt. - 
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THE 
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A Ince Stellas Charms, divinely fair, 
8 Firſt pour'd their Luſtre on my Heart, 
Ten thouſand Pangs my Boſom tear, 
And ev'ry Fibre feels the Smart. 

+] x ſuch the mournful Moments prove, 

| | O who wou'd give his Heart to Love ; 
I! I meet my Boſom-Friends th pain, 
Tho' Friendſhip us'd to warm my Soul; 
Wine's generous Spirit flames in vain, 
ond no Cordial in the Bowl. | 

[ If ſuch the mournful Moments prove, 

1 O who wou'd give his Heart to Love! 
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III. 

Tho Nature's Volume open lies, 
Which once with Wonder I have read, 
No Glories tremble from the Skies, 
No Beauties o'er the Earth are ſpread. 
If ſuch the mournful Moments prove, - 
O who wou'd give his Heart to Love! 
; 3 | IV. | | 

Ev'n Poetry's ambroſial Dews 
With Joy no longer feed my Mind, 
To Beauty, Muſick and the Muſe, _ 
My Soul is dumb and deaf and blind. | 
Tho ſuch the mournful Moments prove, 
Alaſs ! I give my Heart to Love. 
But ſhou'd the yielding Virgin ſmile, 
Dreſt in the ſpotleſs Marriage-Robe, 
I'd look upon this World as vile, 
The Maſter of a richer Globe. 
If ſuch the rap trous Moments prove, a 


10 NO let me give my Heart to Love 


* The 


74 O E 8 


| VI. 
The Buſineſs of my future Days, 
nn 
Shall be employ'd to ſing her Praiſe, 
Or ſent to bounteous Heav'n for Her. 


If ſuch the rapt rous Moments prove, 
O let me give my Heart to Love! 

5 . 

Poets ſhall wonder at my Love, 99722200 

Painters ſhall crowd her Face to ſc e, 
And when they wou'd the Paſſions move, 
Shall copy Her, and think of me. 

Tf ſuch the rapt rous Moments prove, 
O let me give my Heart to Love. 

2 vm. 

Old Age ſhall burn as bright as Youth, 

No reſpite to our Bliſs be given: 

Then mingled in one Flame of Truth, 

Well ſpurn at Earth and ſoar to Heav'n. 

| | Since ſuch the rapt'rous Moments prove, | 

| : We Both will give our Hearts to Love. 


THE 
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SHR 
LOWA AS Nn 


op I: 
ULL'D in the Arms of Him She lov'd 
L Iantbe figh'd the kindeſt Things: 
Her fond Surrender He approv'd 
With Smiles ; and thus, enamour'd, fin 85. TOE 
« How ſweet are « Loney Vows by Night, 
Lap'd in a Honey-ſuckle Grove! 
When Venus (Meds her gentle Light, 
And ſooths the yielding Soul to Love. 
Soft as the filent-footed Dews 
That ſteal upon the Starlight-Hours; 
Warm as a love-ſick Poets Muſe; 
And fragrant as the Breath of Flow'rs. 
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To hear our Vows the Moon grows pale, 

And pants Endymion' s Warmth to prove: 

While, emulous, the Nightingale, 

Thick-warbling trills her Lay of Love. 

The ſilver- ſounding- ſhining Spheres, 

That animate the glowing Skies, 

Nor charm ſo much, as Thou, my Ears, 

Nor bleſs ſo much, as Thou, my Eyes. 
Thus let me claſp Thee to my Heart, 

Thus fink in Softneſs on thy Breaſt! 

No Cares, ſhall haunt Us; 88 part, 
Fo or ever loving, ever bleſt. | 

VI. 

Cenſorious Envy dares not blame 

The Paſſion which thy Truth inſpires : 

Ye Stars, bear witneſs that my Flame 

Is chaſte as your eternal Fires.” 


On Several Occaſions. 
VIII. 
Love ſaw Them (hid among the Boughs ) 
And heard Him ſing their mutual Bliſs : 
« Enjoy, cry'd He, Ianthe's Vous; 
But, oh! I envy Thee her Kiſs.” ; 
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Toe 


3 A 
the Ops. 2 


. 1 

UspIcfous ſprung the Morning into Light, 
A By Love ſelected from the golden Tide 

Of Time, illuſtrious with peculiar Mute, 
And mended from the Bae of che Bride. 
The Muſe obſerv'd the „ 1 
And thus her Phils gentle Ear addreſt. 

Behold, deſcending from yon Maiden Tow'r 

The beauteous Object of thy Eyes and Breaſt. 
| 5 

Fair iſſuing, down the Hill I Wi her move, 

Like the ſweet Morn, in Dews and Bluſhes gay : 
You, like the Bridegroom Sun, her Charms approve; 
And warm her dawning Glories into Day. 


( 


] own 


On Several Occaſions. 
oe, 00 
I own the radiant Magic of her Eyes, 
But more the Graces of her Soul admire; 


Thoſe may lay Traps for Lovers, Fops and Flies, 


But Theſe the Huſband and the Muſe inſpire. 
| 1 
| A Huſband is a venerable Name! 
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O happy State, when Heart is link'd to Heart! 


Nor leſs the Honour of the Wedded- Dame: 

Sweet Interchange ! which only Death can part. 
8 

O bleſt with gentle Manners, graceful Eaſe; | 

Gay, yet not trifling ; ſerious, yet not grave; | 

Skillful, to charm the Wits; the Wiſe, to pleaſe ; 


Tho' beauteous, humble; and tho tender, brave. 


OT | VII. 
Riches and Honours wait on either Name: 
But They in Life are but the /z/ Deſert : 
Your richer Happineſs and fairer Fame, 


Shall be the good Behaviour of the Heart. 


* 
* 
8 8 | 25 
0 S O RN 8 
* 255 ' * 1 5 w- 4 &. 
e : oy - F wo N 
2 « 


When ſuch the Wonders both of Form and Mind, 
What Rapture fancy'd, Reaſon will approve ; 1 8 1 
By Time your Inclinations be refin'd t Ste 
And Youth, be ſpent in Paſſion ; 4: Wl in Love 7 ＋ 
Thus far the Muſe. When Ears from 1 5 
The Lovers in the Band of Concord ty d; 
The Virtues and the Graces too were b, 
And Venus left her Caſtus with the Bride. 
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On the DEATH of Mr. WZARIN o, 
the Famous Muſician at Oxford. 


| I. 
Oo x Wearing to the Shades is gone, 
P Like Orpheus, by miſhap : 
Not gone to ſeek his Wife, but gone, 
To have her in — a Scrape. 
oo oh 
We find the Sifters three are deaf, 
Since Wearing now is dead ; 
For had the Fates but heard his Strings, 
They wou'd have par d his Thread. 
25 II. 
W Death heard his Notes, and heard well pleas d. | 
So drew his fatal Lance; 
Death will keep Holyday ; and He 
Muſt play to Holbert's Dance. 


RE; To 


W PQ BA. 8 


'- ON. HIS | 


TREATISE Fg CHALYBEAT WATERS. 


\ N 2 TH healing Wings, i 800 on deing Gd, 
An Angel viſited Betheſda! 8 Flood; | 
Quick as the Morning Ray, or Ev ning Beam, 
Himſelf diffuſing through the Vital Stream : 
The Sick who drink, the Impotent who laye, Z 
: Dive from Diſeaſes, and deceive the Grave. 
Tho Miracles are ceas d, yet all confeſs, 
Vour Mork, and You, are --- only ſomething 72 
So much is to your Worth and Learning due, 
Bath is Betbeſda; the Good Angel, Vou. 


"T7 


PAR A- 
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PARADISE REGAIN: 


vToral Fu f mE 1 14 ad 
' OnD of Himſelf, and Sole of Humankind, _ 
In Rectitude of Reaſon Adam ſhone : V 
Till the Srill-Voice infus d into his Mind, 
«Tt is not good for Man to o be ee 


en „ 


By God's own Hand h his 2 * DA led. 
ow Paradiſe with freſher Beauties ed 7 
he conſcious Roſes form A bl ſhing 

onſenting Nature ſooths Them to epoſe. 

III. 

Single is an inconfitent-Life : 

ompleatly-bleſt, O Friend ! to Thee is gi ven, 
\ ſweet, a fair, a wile, a modeſt Wife, 


he Bloom of Innocence, and Bluſh of Heav'n ! 


LL 2 7 May 


May Eden: Life in bright Succeſſion flow, 
When All was Happineſs, for Love was All: 
Her Beauties will a Paradiſe beſtow, 

And both þ your Virtues 1 mo * a Fal. 
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IIPESISTSITITSIISISISITIEIISETIS 
COR ESUS and CALLIRHOE 
TELE 


Vieteres Renovanus Amores. 
| _ Catullus, 


. SHS SESS 2020000 


Advertiſement. ' 
"HE following Tale is related by Pauſz- 


nias, in Achaicis, Gracie Lib. 7. but in- 
ſtead of giving the Original, or the Latin Ver- 
fon by Romulus Amaſeus (both which the 
Learned Reader may find in the Edition pub- 
liſhed by Joach. Kubnius in Fol. Lipfie, 1696, 

pag. 57 5.) TI ſhall content myſelf with the 
Tranſlation of the Story into Engliſh, as it is 
done from the Greek in the learned and inge- 
nious Travels of Sir G. Y beler: which Book, 
upon many Accounts, deſerves to be reprinted 
and made more Common. 

« Coreſus, the Prieſt of Bacchus, fell in Love 
with a fair Virgin of Calydon, called Callirboe; 
who the more She was courted, the more She 
deſpiſed the Prieſt ; fo that neither his rich Pre- 
ſents, Vows, nor Tears' cou'd move her to the 
leaſt Compaſſion. This, at laſt, made the Prieſt 
run in Deſpair to the Image of Bacchus for ſuc- 
cour, imploring Vengeance from Him. Bacchus 
ade it appear that He heard his Prayers, by a 
D iſeaſe he ſent on the Town; which ſeemed a 
ind of Drunken Madneſs, of which mad Fit 
8 Frople died in Abundance, Whereupon They 

ſent 


ſent Deputies * Calydon to the Oracle of Jo 
fiter of Dodona, to know what They ſhou'd do 
to be freed from that woeful Malady. Anſwer 
was given, That Coręſus muſt ſacrifice Callirboe, 
or ſome other Perſon, that wou'd dedicate Him- 
{elf in her Stead, to appeaſe the Anger of Bac- 
chus. The Virgin, when She cou'd no Way ob- 
tain her Life of her Relations, was brought to 
the Altar, adorn'd as Victims us'd to be, to be 
facrificed by her Lover Core/#s : Whoſe won- 
derful Love, even at that preſent, ſo conquer'd 
all paſt Thoughts of Revenge, that inftead of 
Her He ſlew Himſelf : The Virgin alſo, relent- 
ing of her Cruelty to Him, went and flew her- 
{elf at a Fountain near the Town, from thence E 
called by her Name, Callirboe. 
Thus far Sir George I geler. See his Journey 
into Greece, Fol. Book 4th. pag. 292. 
1 ſhall only add ot the antient Cuſtoms, | 
particularly of the Orgia or Rites of Bacchus, | 
and of the Sacrifice, are alluded to, and care - 


PAS obſerved, in the em Fare of this lit⸗ 


SCORE 


CORESUS. and CALLIRHOE.: 


= 'T- hs 5 * 4 

| Ion — e mod Atti 
H A City flouriſh'd; Calden its Name. 
Waſh'd by Evenus chalky Flood; the Seat 
Of Meleager, from the ſlaughter d Boat 
| Glorious. A Virgin here, amazing, ſnone, 
Callrboe the fair: her Father's Boaſt! | 
For, ah! ſhe never knew a Mother's Smile; 

Nor learn'd what Happineſs 2 va 
In Flow'r of Youth, and purer than the Snow. 
Which, with a ſilver Circle; crown d the Head - 
Of the ſteep neighbour; Mountain; but averſe 

To Hymen's Rites, the lovely Foe of Man. 3 04 
O why will Beauty, cruel to itſelf, - * AW 
No leſs hon ee, wee 1 io it; 
Which Nature dictates, and Itſelf inſpires 1+ EST 


a "£24 $5 c+#3 34 
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M 7 A thou- 


= P OEMS 


A * Lovers from th' Olenian Hill, 


From rough Pylene, and from Pheuron's 'Towr's, 9 


Their Paſſion pleaded. But Corefus, chief, 
The Cahdonian Prieſt of Batchus, form d 
By Venus ſelf for Love; in Beauty's Pride; 


Young, bounteous; affable. What tender Arts, 14 
What winning Carriage, and iii 5 5 1 I 


Almoſt to zealous Adoration ſwell'd, 4 
Did he not practiſe? But in vain, eee 
Drew near the Orgial Feſtival, and Rites - | 


g 


Tyæan. Poor Cureſiu, to approve . 


The Wonders of his Love and dear OR 

By Scorn unquench'd, and growing by wee, 
(In Hopes to ſoften her, at ay argigh_ 
Preſented to this Murdreſs of his Peace 


| The ritual Ornaments, by Virgins worn 
Upon the folemn Feaſt. The Ivy-Spear, - - it 
With winding Green, and — ions 
Curl'd by his Hand : a Mitre for his Head. 


| Curious aumail'd with imitated Grapes, 
of ting Rubics form'd: the Pall of Lawn, 


ff „ vo— ©, <4 
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Flow'rd 
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Flow'r'd with the Conqueſts of the purple God: 

I The Ciſta, Silver; and the Cymbals, Gold: | 
And Piny Torch (O were it Hymenr's |): ting'd ©. 
With ſpicy Gums, to feed the ready Flame. 


Open'd the Feſtival --- Looſe to the Winds 
Diſhevel'd, bare, the Virgins give their Neck 
And wanton Hair. Evœ they mad'ning cue E 
And ſhake their Torches. Eve! Io! rends 
The Air, and beats the echoing Vault of Heav'n.' | | 
The Hills, the Vales with To! Eve! ring 


The Temple opens to the facred Thron; | 
When foremoſt enters, as in Dreſs and Charms, 
Callirive; ib in Mul bi Eavetorimaiagesr 07 nd? 
With burning Expectation, to enfold + 7 ++ (0% 3 
Crreſus blaz'd in Jewels and in Gold, 
More charming in Himſelf. Quick with his * | 
He catch'd Callirboe, and, deſcending, * 4 4 


M2. *T “ 


Wits eee, > vill donde 


| A thouſand Vows he breath'd, and melting Things 


by <2\00K:a£C. 80 


He ſpoke and look d; but to the Rocks and Wind. 
What cou'd he more? Ves more he did: for what, 
What can't a Lover, like Corefis, do? 

Neglectful of his Dignity he ſuk 

(Still Love diſdains what Dignity demands, 
Oer Jupiter himſelf ſupreme) he ſunk, 


And trembled at her Feet, with proſtrate Zeal, 


As to his God. He dy'd upon her Hand. 
With ſighing Languiſhment : He gaz d his Soul 


At every ardent Glance into her Eyes; 


Moſt eloquently ſilent! Oer his Cheek 
he guſhing Tears, in big, round drops, diffus dd 
The Dews of Paſſion, and the Brain's ſoft * 2 


Potent to warm the moſt obdurate Breaſt, 


With thy capricions Rudeneſs. Shall the Prieft:o ic? 


Tho' cold as Marble. Idle were: Te; | 
His Glances, A un IO roſtra 1 Zeal. 


— Fe Flames) 11 555 coe, nor dit 
To interrupt my Progreſs in the Rites 25 


The 
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The Myſteries of Bacchus thus profane, 

| In his own Temple too? And rather pay - 
To Venus his Devotion, than his God?” 
Then, haughty as away ſhe turn'd, he graſp'd 14 
Her Knees; upon her Garments flowing tranng 
Shivering he hung: and with beſeeching Eyes, 
Thus, from th' Abundance of his Heart, complain d. 


SIE WEEES Þ 4 7: 


« If Pity be no Stranger to thy Breaſt, | 

(As ſure it ſhould not to a Breaſt like thine, - 

Soft as the Swanny Down!) relenting, hear; „ ot © 
In Feelingneſs of Spirit, mildly lend 

Attention to the Language of my Heart, 

Sick with o'er-flowing Tenderneſs and Love. 

I love thee with that Innocence of Truth, 

That Purity of Paſſion, and Defire | 

Unutterable, of bequeathing up | T3C 
My Heart, my Life, my All into thy Hands 
Into thy gentle Cuſtody; — that A llt... 
My Heart, my Life, are Bitterneſs and Weight 


Of Agony without heel Since I ft.. 
1 5 


— 


(By Bacchus ſelf I ſwear, ) beheld that Face, 
And nameleſs Magick of thoſe radiant _ 4405 

| All the Foundation of my Peace gave way : 
| While Hopes and Fears roſe up in boſom-War | 


To deſolate the Quiet of my Days. 
Thy dear Idea was my fancy's Dream ; 


It mingled with my Blood; and in my Veins | 


Throb'd, undulating, as my Life were ſtung. 


I live but on the Thought of Thee; my Breaſt - 


Bleeds in me, with Diſtreſs to ſee Thee frown. 


O ſmile! by thy dead Mother's reverend Duſt, | 


By all thy Bowels are moſt fond of, ſmile, 


And chaſe theſe heavy Clouds of Grief away. 


I beg by Bacchus; for His Sake be kind.” 


Here, interrupted by the ſwelling Storm 
Of Paſſion labouring in his Breaſt, his Words 
Gave way for Sighs and Tears to ſpeak the Reſt. 

She, in contempt ous Derifion, ſmil'd, | 
To which her Frowns were innocent: W 
Thy ſtaggering Pow'r, and Thee I ſcorn PR 341 
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Him I deſpiſe, for chuſing Thee his Prieſt ; 


Thee, for thy Arrogance, and Courtſhip vile. 


Indignant he, in wrathful Mood (alarm'd 
More at his God revil'd, than ſcorn for him) 


9s 


Firſt caſting on the Ground his Mitred- Crown, 


With Hands and "on oil a . 


“Offspring of 8 Evœ Lyaus, Ir! | 


£1 
1 


If cer theſe Hands with Ivy Wreaths thy Bro 


Circled, and twining Tendrils of the Vine: 


If ere my grateful Tongue, big with n Praiſe, 


Eve Lyaus ! Io Bacchus ! ſung : hin 
If cer thy Servant on thy Altars pour'd, 


| Copious, the purple Wave of offer d Wine, 


And, buſy, fed the conſecrated Fire 


With Fat of Aſs, or Hog, or mountain-Goat; 


| Devoutly laviſh in the Sacrifice : . 
Avenge thy Prieſt z this curſed Race « detroy: 
Thy Honours violated thus, avow; 


Till 05 confeſs this ſtaggering Pow'r a God. 7 


1 
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He pray d. Loud Peals of Thunder ſhook the Fane: 
The Image, nodding, his Petition ſeal d; x 
And Bacchus gave the Calydonian Race 

To Madneſs, and unutterable Woes. 


The frantick Crowd, as if with Wine poſſeſt, 
And the ſtrong Spirit of the flaming Grape, || 
To and froh reel, and ſtagger to and fro, 

In nada Meaſures, wild, convoly' d. | 

They toſs their Cymbals, and their Torches 3 79 4 

Shrieking, and tear their Hair, and gaſh their Fleſh, 

And howl, and foam, and wheel the rapid Dance 

In giddy Maze: with Fury then o erborn 

Euthuſiaſtick, whirling i in Deſpair, 6922 vas 1% 

Flat, drop down dead; and 158 on . expire i 


22 hn hat "I 


Amaz'd, 3 the . Peſt, - 10 367 4 
The venerable F athers, in debate, Ain 7 0 
Jo ſpeed enquiring Deputies, reſolv d. 

To high Dodona's Grove; with vocal Oaks | 


Umbrageous, 


Umbrageous, aged; vaſt, the ſtruggling Day ago? 
Excluding : the prime Oracle of Greece! 


Obſequious, they haſte; enquire: return: n 
And thus the Counſels of the God diſtloſe. 


3 | " "Ei is. 
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*The Rage of Bacchus for his injur d Prieſt,- 
Coreſus, by Calkrboe's Scorn repuls d, L bolbnidodT 
Vour City waſtes: and wich funcreal Fives: nd FLot9 
Your Streets ſhall redden, formidably bright. 
Till by Coreſus Hand the cruel Maid | + 
A Sacrifice be offer d up: or One, 

Free, uncompel] d, embrace the deſtin'd Steel. 
Devoted in her Stead; and bleed for Her. 
So you'll appeaſe the God; the e ach 


= They ſaid. 8 — 121 dumb Amaze 
The Fathers ſeize: bfit chief, Ænells, ay at 
Callirbuès old miſerable Sire! 1 1 
Tenfold Affliction to the Drone . down 


Thy fixer d Hairs. But Fate and Heay'n require. 
b | 8 Soon 


* | 
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Soon through the City ſpred the News, and ſoon 
Wounded Callirboe's Ear. Her Spindle drops ' + 
Neglected from her Hand. Prone on the Floor, 
she falls, the faints; her Breath, her Colour fled: 
Pale, cold and pale. Till, by affiſting Care, 

The fragrant Spirit hovers o'er her Lips, 
And Life returning ſtreams in roſy: Gales 
Rekindled only to Deſpair. She knew 
The Virgins envy' d; and the injur'd Youth - 


Nor one, one offer up the willing Breaſt 

A Victim for her Life. And now the Crowd, 

Impatient of their Miſeries, beſiege : 

| The marble Portal ; burſt the bolted Gates, E 
Demand Callirbve ; furious to obey en e 

The Oracle, and oY the _ 


© 


Stung with her Scorh, wou'd wanton in her Wounds 


What Cages ue Maid, * n tear; 


Sleepleſs, and fad? relenting now too late, 
Thy ſtubborn Cruelty. Coreſus charms | | 
Blaze on thy Mind ; his unexampled Love, 
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His every Virtue riſing to thy Thought. 

Juſt in his Fury, ſee the pointed Steel 

Waves, circling, o'er thy throbbing Breaſt : He Arikes; 
He riots in thy Blood with dire Delight; 

Infatiate ! He gluts his Heart of Rage | 
With thy warm guſhing Life; and Death eros, 
Redoubling Wound on Wound, and Blow on Blo Ww. 


Thus paſs d her Hours. And now the dewy Morn 
The Mountains tip'd with Gold, and threatned Day. 
Without the City Gates, a Fountain wells 
Its living Waters, clear as ſhining Glaſs : | 
Haunt of the Nymphs! A Cypreſs aged Arms 
Threw round a venerable Gloom, and ſeem'd 
F Itſelf a Grove. An Altar on the Brink 
Convenient roſe : for holy Cuſtom wills 
Each Victim to be ſprinkled with its Streams, 

New from Pollution, worthier of the God. 
Fierce for the Sacrifice, Coreſus here 
Waited ; and, ſtimulated with Revenge, 


N 2 He 


Hee curs'd and chid the lazy-circling Hours 
Too flow, as if 1 injurious to his Hate. 


But ſoon the gath'ring Crowd and Shouts pro 
Callirboe near. Her weeping Damſels lead 
The deſtin'd Offering, lovely in Diſtreſs, | 
And ſparkling through her Tears. A Myrtle Crown 
With Roſes glowing, and ſelected Green, = 3 
Th' ambroſial Plenty of her golden Hair 
Entwine: in looks, a Venus; and a Grace 
In Motion. Scarce the Flowers of ſixteen Springs 
The Fields had painted, fince Æneüs firſt 
Fondled his Babe, and bleſt her on his Knee. 
Ev'n Mountain-Clowns, who never Pity knew, 
Relented, and the hardeſt Heart wept blood, 
Subdu'd by Beauty, tho! the fatal Source 
Of all their Miſery, What Tumults then 
Roll in thy Breaſt, Core efus + / while * Hands 
The purifying Waters on her Head 101 99% 
Pour d trembling ; ; and the ſacred Knife unſheath'd 


A Wiping 
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| Wiping the filver-ſtreaming Tears away, 
| She with a Look nor chearful, nor diſmay'd, 
But languiſhingly ſweet, her ruby Lips 
Soft-op'ning, thus began: Father and Friends 
Wound me not Subly with your tender Grief: - 
I was not born alone for you. My Life 
I gladly offer for my Country's Weal : 
'Tis Glory thus to die. Receive my Blood, 
Dear native Soil ! O may it-Health reſtore 
And Peace; and Bacchus Wrath be now appeas d. 
And thou, Coreſus, whom -I moſt have wrong d, 
Look no ſo fiercely on me, while the Steel 
My once-lov'd Boſom launces ; drop a Tear; 
One Sigh in Mercy heave, and drop one Tear, 
And I will thank Thee for thy Blow. For, oh 
I never hated Thee: but Female-Pride, _ | 
Our Sex's Curſe ! forbade me to comply, 
Too eaſy won | —- Then pity me, Coreſus ; 
O pity; and, if poſſible, forgive. 


He 
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He anſwer d not: but, ardent, -ſnatch'd the Knife, 
And, running o'er her Beauties, ſtrangely wild, 
With Eyes which witneſs'd huge Diſmay and Love, 
Thus, thus I ſatisfy the Gods!” He cry d, 

And bury'd in his Heart, in his own Heart, 
The guilty Blade. Then, recling to her Arms, 
le ſunk, and groaning, O Callirhoe !” — dy d. 


Heav'n rings with Shouts, * Was ever Love like this?” 
Callirhoe ſhriek d; and from the gaping Wound, 
Quick as the Light'nings Wing, the recking Knife 
Wrench'd: in an Agony of Grief and Love, 
Her Boſom piercing, on his Boſom fell, 

And figh'd upon his Lips her Life away. 

Their Blood uniting in a friendly Stream, 

With bubbling Purple ſtain d the Silver-Flood, 
Which to the Fountain gave Callirboe's Name. 


25 


To 
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To Mi Ap DS O N. 


| On ſeeing Mr. Ro wWE“'s MONUMENT 


in N. eftminſter Abbey. a 
Eredted at the Expence of his Wipow. 


| ATz an Applauding People rear'd the Stone 


To Shakeſpear's Honour, and, alike, their Own, 
A perfect Whole, where Part conſents to part; 
The Wonder He of Nature, This of Art. 
And now a Wife (ye Wits, no more deſpiſe i 
The Name of Vie) bids Roe in Marble riſe. 
smiling He views her conjugal Regard; 
A Nation's Coſt had been a leſs Reward : 
A Nation's Praiſe may vulgar Spirits move, 
Ronve more deſerv d and gain d. a Sponſal Love. 


Deep in thy Bowels, providently deep, 

When Fools wou'd force it over Knaves to weep. 
But when true Wit and Merit claim a Shrine, 
Pour forth thy Stores and beggar every Mine. 


O Zaly! thy injur d Marble keep | 


They 


. 


K * , * - , as? 
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They claim Them now.: for Virtue, Senſe and Wit 
Have long been fled, and want 255 Succours --- 77 : 
They claim Them now for One, — yes, One I ſee: -— 
A wou d N — if Audi * be He. 


O crown'd "I all * of thy Race, 
The Futber's Candour, and the Mother's Grace! 
With Rowe, CHARLOTTA ! vie, in generous Strife, 
And let the Daughter emulate the Wife. ig 
Be juſtly pious ; raiſe the Honour'd Stone, 
And fo --- deſerve a Rowe, or --- Addiſon ! 
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Was at the cool and fragrant Hour, 
When Eyning ſteals upon the Sky, 

That Lucy ſought a Wood-bine-Grove, - 
And Colin taught the Grove to ſigh; 17 = 
The ſweeteſt Damſel She, on all the Plains; | 
The ſofteſt Lover He, of all the Swains. 

II. 
He took her by the Lilly-Hand, 4 
Which oft had made the Milk look pale; 
Her Cheeks with modeſt Roſes glow'd, 
As thus He breath'd his tender Tale: | 
The liſt ning Streams awhile forgot to flow, | 
The Doves to murmur, and the Breeze to blow. 


oo 5 
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| III. 8 
<« O ſmile my Love! thy dimply Smiles 
Shall lengthen on the ſetting Ray: | 
| Thus let us melt the Hours in Bliſs, 
Thus fweetly lan guiſh Life away : 
| Thus figh our Souls into each other's Breaſt, 
As true as Turtles, and as Turtles bleſt ! . 
is ee galt 
So may thy Cows for ever Crown! 
With Floods of Milk thy brimming Pail ; 
So may thy Cheeſe all Cheeſe e 
80 may thy Butter never fail: ; 
So may each Village round this Truth deckure, 
That is the faire of the Fair. 
Thy Lips with Streams of Honey flow, 
And pouting ſwell with healing Dews; 
More Sweets are blended in thy Breath, 
Than all thy Father's Fields diffuſe : | | 
Tho thouſand Flow'rs adorn each blowing F ield, 
Thy lovely Cheeks more blooming Beauties yield. 


— er 5s — 669 — wo * & - 
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Too long my-cnng Ries did rov'd 1.7 
On City-Dames in Scarlet dreſt; 

And ſcorn'd the charmfull Village-Maid, 

With Innocence and Grogram' bleſt : 


Since Lucy s native Graces fill'd my Sight, | 
The painted City-Dames no more delight. 


VII. 


The ſpeaking Purple, when you bluſh, 


Out-glows the Scarlet's deepeſt Die; 
No Diamonds tremble on thy Hair, 
But brighter ſparkle in thy Eye. 


Truſt me, the ſmiling Apples of thy Eyes, 


Are tempting as were Thoſe in Paradiſe, + 


The tunefull Linnet's warbling Notes, 
Are gratefull to the Shepherd-Swain ; _ | - 
To drooping Plants, and YE Fields 
The ſilver Drops of kindly Rain; 


To Bloſſoms; Dews, as Bloſſoms to Re Bee; 


And os; my . only art to Me. 
2 


But 
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But mark, my Love! yon Weſtern- Clouds: 
With liquid Gold they ſeem to burn: 
The Ev'ning Star will ſoon. appear, | 

And overflow his Silver Urn. 


Soft Stillneſs now, dit: Dews invite 
To taſte the balmy Bleſſings of the Night. 
Yet ere we part, one Boon I crave, 

One tender Boon ! nor this denye n 

O promiſe that You ſtill will love, 

O promiſe this! or elſe I dye; 

Death elſe my only Remedy muſt prove; 
IIl ceaſe to live, whene're you ceaſe to love," 
She ſigh d and bluſh'd a fweet Conſent; 
Joyous He thank'd Her on his Knee, 
And warmly preis d her Virgin-Lip. --» © 

Was ever Youth ſo bleſt as He! --- | 


| The Moon, to light the Lovers homeward, role, 3 
| And Philomels lull'd Them to — : 
bo. nn 
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CONQUE 8 T. 


I. "7 
Hen Phebus heard Ianthe g 
Y And fweetly bid the Groves rejoice, 
Jealous He ſmote the trembling String, 
D 3 match her Voice. 
II. 
Smiling, her — She n 2 
As ſoon as She began to pla, | 
Away his Harp poor Phebus a ad 150 illi nt 
It was no Time for Him to ſtay. ot HATE 
Yet hold; before your Godſhip go 
The Fair ſhall gain another Prize: 
Your Voice and Lyre's outdone, you know; 
Nor leſs thy Sunſtine by her Eyes. is 4 


THE 


[ es wanton Bee, um have, F 7 


\# - 
Thou buzzing Harbinger of Spring, . 


To Stella fly, and ſweter Speise NN. 

Shall load thy Thigh, and gild al Wing. Niggi! 

II. i 
Her Cheeks, her Liga with Roſes well, 
Not Paphian Roſes deeper glow ++ 14 -/ 
And Lillies o'er her Boſom ſpread 
Their ſpotleſs 8 and balmy Snow. 
III. 

Then, grateful for the Sacred Dews, 
Invite her, humming round, to Reſt; 4 
Soft Dreams may tune her Soul to Love, n 


—— 


4+ - Bout 
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| IV. 
But if She till obdurate prove, | 

O ſhoot thy Sting. The little Smart 
May teach her then to pity me 
Transfix'd with Love's and Beauty's Dart. - 
OO V. 

Ah no, forbear, to ſting forbear ; 

Go, fly unto thy Hive again. 

Much rather let me dye for Her, 

Than She endure the leaſt of Pain. 


Go, fly unto thy Hive again, 


With more than Hybla-Honey bleſt: 
For Pope's ſweet Lips prepare the Dew, 
Or elſe for Love a Nectar-Feaſt. 


KO THE 
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| I. 
Kar D Lyrick! warbling . 
F Sweetly gaining on the Sky, Fi 
Op'ning with thy Matin- Lay e 
(Nature's Hymn I) the Eye of Day, 4 
Teach my Soul, on early Wing, 
Thus to FAT, and thus to ling. * * N | 
e et, anon: oe 
| While the Bloom ef lai 4: 
' Gilds Thee in thy tuneful Flight, 
May the Day-Spring-from-on-Hi gh, 
Seen by Faith's religious Eye, 
Cheer Me with his Vital Ray, 
Promiſe of Eternal Day! 
= 70” 


ANNA 
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ANNA MARIA pF. ND. 


O, py; (Nature aid) to > Oxford go. . 
L {Ama ! the faireſt Form and Mind below. 
Bleſt with each Gift of Nature and of Art | 
To charm the Reaſon, or to fix the Heart.) 
Go with a ſprightly Wit and eaſy Mien, 
| To prove the Graces four, the Muſes Ten. ; 
I ſee the Wits adore, the Wiſe approve, 
Ev'n Fops themſelves have almoſt Senſe to love. | 
When Poets wou'd deſcribe a Lip or Eye, 
They'll look on Thee and lay their Ovids by. 
I fee a love- ſick 7 uh, with Paſſion fird, 3 
Hang on thy charms, and gaze to be inſpir .” 
With aſking Eyes explain his filent Woes, 
Glow as he looks, yet tremble as he glows: | 
Then drunk with Beauty, with a warmer Rage, 
Pour thy ſoft Graces through the Tragic-Page. _ 


7 W in a Window a at de Three- Tuns Fo em, , Oxford) 10 29. | 
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| He fighs ; --- He bleeds ; --- to twilight aa" He flies: 

Shakefpear He drops, and with bis Orway aa! 

This Pomp of Charms you owe to Me alone, 2 

The Charms which ſcarce fox chouſand Yay bys 

That Face, illumin'd ſoftly by the Mind; ah 
That Body, almoſt to a Soul refind ; . 

That Sweetneſs, only to an Angel givin; — 

That Bluſh of Innocence, and Smile of Heav n! 1 

I bade thy Cheeks with Morning-Purple glow; ; | 5 

I bade thy Lips with Nectar- Spirit _—_ 

I bade the Diamond point thy azure Eyes, 

Turn'd the fine Waiſt, and taught the Breaſt to riſe. 

Whether thy Silver Tides of Muſick roul, © ; 

Or Pencil on the Canvaſs ſtrikes a Soul, | 
Or curious Needle pricks a Band or Heart, 7 , 


At once a Needle, and at once a Dart! 

All own that Nature i is alone thy Art. 3 
Why thus 1 form d thy Body and thy Mine. 
With ſumleſs Graces, prodigally kind. 
The Reaſon was, but you in Time will know itz — 


| One! is, 428 that 8 the leaſt 0 make a Poet. 
| i MIN E R. 


mms ea .. en en CC OOO 
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MINERYA MISTAKEN. 


InzRvA laſt Week (pray let no Body doubt it) 
Went an e from G_ ſix Mg or 
about it: | 
When She ſpyd a young Virgin ſo blooming and fair, 
That, O Venus, (She cry'd) is your Ladyſhip there ? 
Pray is not that Oxford? and lately you ſwore 
Neither Nou, nor one lhe you, ſhou'd trouble Us more. 
Dp you thus keep your promiſe ?' and am I defy'd?” 
The Virgin came nearer and ſmiling reply'd, 
5 My Goddeſs! what, have you your Pupil forgot? — 
— © Your pardon, my Dear, is it you, Molly S---- ? 


AIP Y 
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"THE MAG I. 


A SAcRED ECLOG UE. 


Nor melt away in dying falls of Love: 

A Child on Earth, yet Heaven's eternal King, 

The manger'd God, the Virgin s Son I ſing. 
Thou Fountain-Good, with Light my Soul fervor, 


5 With hallow'd Ardour bid my Boſom.glow:! 


Fir d at the promiſe of thy dawning Ray, 
The Eaftern Sages found Celeſtial Day. 


Drawn by a leading Flame, with ſweet ſurprize, 
The Infant Deity ſalutes their Eyes. 
The Heir-cle# of Love his Mother preſt, 
smil d in her Arms, and wanton d on her Breaſt, 
No Jewels ſparkle here, nor India's Stores 
The Portals brighten or emblaze the Doors. 
But young- ey d Seraphims around Him glow, 
And Mercy ſpreads her many-colour d Bow 


O more in Beauty's Praiſe my Numbers move, 
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Her Bow, compos'd of new-created Light, 
How ſweetly lambent and how ſoftly bright ! 
The ſacred Circle of embodied Rays Y 
The Cradle crowns, and round his Temples plays. 
So ſhines the Rainbow round th' eternal Throne - | 
To ſhade the Holy, Holy, Hay Ox. 
By turns the Ruby bleeds a Beam, by turns, 
Smiles the green Em'rald, and the Topaz burns: 
The various Opal mingles every Ray, | 
Fades into Faintneſs, deepens into Day: 
Promiſcuous Luſtre kindles half the Skies, 
Too ſlippery- bright for keen-Seraphick Eyes. 
The venerable Three, low-bending down, 
Extend their Offerings and the-Godbead own. 
MAG. I. 

From Eaftern Realms, where firſt the infant Si git 
Springs into Day and ſtreaks the fading Night, 
To Thee we bend, before the Morning Riſe; _ 
A purer Morning trembles from thy Enn. 


1 %n᷑—ũùͤ¶èe g π 8 


Mas. IL 
In vain the Sun with Light his Orb arrays, 
Our Senſe to — and as Gop to blaze; 
And own the Sum is but a Star to Thee. 
: MAG. HE. 
Thou ſpotleſs Eſſence of primeval Light, 
Thy Vaſſals own, and waſh thy Ethiofs . | 
Thy Clud of ſable Witneſſes adorn | 
With the firſt Roſes oo ſmiling Morn. 
MA. I. 
m —— Ted aigaing 
Gods fall to Duſt and Oracles are dumb. 
Old Ocean murmurs from his Ouzy Bed, 
A Maid has born a Son and Pan is dead. 
| F 
The Nympls, their Flow'r-inwoven Treſſes torn, 
Oer Fountains weep, in twilight Thickets mourn. 
Long, hollow Groans, deep Sobs, thick Schreeches fill 
Each dreary Vally and each ſhaded Hill, 


No 
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MA. III. 


No more ſhall Memphian Timbrels wake the Morn, 


No more ſhall Hammam lift his gilded Horn. 
From hence in vain ſhall Belzebub rebell, 
Anubis howls, and Molech finks to Hell. 

— MAG. I. 

Here lows a Bull; a golden Gleam adorns 
The circling Honours of his beamy Horns. 


He ſafely lows, nor fears the Holy Knife, 


No Sacrifice from hence ſhall drink his Life. 
LS © +88 WO 


Ye Gardens, bluſh with never-fading Flowrs, 
For ever ſmile, ye Meads, and blow, ye Bowr's: - 
Bleat, all ye Hills, be whiten'd, all ye Plains 


o Earth, rejoice ! th Bernal Shepherd reigns. 
2, Mas. III. 

Ye Lillies, dip your Leaves in falling Snow, 

Ye Roſes, with the Eaſtern-Scarlet glow, 

To crown the God: ye Angels, haſte to pour 
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M A GI. Gold. 
The is One f Indi ripete into Gull): | 
To gild thy Courts, thy Os to fold. 
Accept the Emblematick again 
Saturnian Years e a Golden Reign! 
M a 6. II. Ofers Frankincenſe. 
For Thee Arabia's happy Foreſts riſe, =y 
And Clouds of Odours ſweetly ſtain the Skies. 
| While fragrant Wreaths of ſmoaking Incenſe roll, 
Receive our Pray'rs, the Incenſe of the Soul! 
M a 6. II. Offrs Myrrb. 
The weeping Myrrh with balmy Sorrow flows, 
Thy Cup to ſweeten and to ſooth thy Woes: _ | 
So Prophets ſing; for ¶ Human and Divine) 
The A m ad . 
| i, MA. I. | 
Smile, facred Infant, finite: thy:rohji Break 
Excels the Odours of the ſpicy Eaſt ;.../ . 
The burniſh'd Gold is Droſs before thy Eye, a 5558 
Thou God of Sweetneſs, God of Purity)! 


Ye 


05 — ohen 


; M AG. II. 
Ye Planets, unregarded walk the Skies 
Your Glories leſſen as his Glories riſe: 
His radiant Word with Gold the Sun attires, 
The Moon illumes, A 
1 MAG. III. 
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Hail, Lord of Nature, hail! To 5 his 


My Song, my Life, 1 give my Life, my ants 
Walk in thy Light, adore thy Day alone, 


Confeſs thy Love, and pour out all my own. | | 
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On Mr. Porn's Wag. 


er his Death. 
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AN not alone hath End: in meaſurd Time, 


(So Heav! „ has wild) togethe r with their 
10.4 [ Soros 


ö The everlaſting Ell ſhall melt away: 
[ This ſolid Globe diſſolve, as ductile Wax 5 f 


#4, 


| Before the Breath ef Piuean; lb Seroll +/'3 ni 111."// 


Shrivel th' unfolded Curtains'of the Sky an 0 
Thy Planets, Newton, tumble from their Spheres, 
That lead md 6 on _ OR Rounds: 


The Sur himſelf in "liquid Ray, +" db. 
And deluge with Err Flames the Chi- — 


If ere the tuneful Spirit, ſweetly ſtrong, 
S pontaneous Numbers, teeming in my Breaſt, 
Enkindle; O, at that exalting Name, It 
Be favourable, be propitious now, = 
a9 | © | While, 


le, 
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While, in the gratitude of Praiſe, I ſing 
The Worts and Wonders of this Man divine. 


1 tremble while-I write, -— His, lifping Muſe 3 


Surmounts the loftieſt Efforts of my Age. 
What wonder? when an Infant, He apply'd ..-: / 
The loud i Papinian Trumpet to his Es, 


Fir d by a ſacred Fury, and inſpir'd. 


With all the God, in ſounding. ee e, 
« Fraternal i and n et Nn 

Sure at 1 Birth "= not. DR of a)... 
The Graces.round his Cradle wove the Dance, 28 5 
And led the Maze of Harmony: the Nine, 0 eb n 
Prophetick of his future Honours, and HT 


Plenteous, upon his Lips Ca/talian Dews ; 


The Soul of Homer, ſliding from its * 78 hs 137115” 
Where, radiant, over the poetic World. 11:11 1 | 
It rules and ſheds its Influence, for .Joy. 7112 Did bat. 


1 Trapujes, of the Firſt Book of Srarius s Tappas. 
57 A 5 Shouted, 
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Shouted, and bleſs d the Birth: the ſacred Choir 

Of Poets, born in elder, better Times, 

Enraptur d, catch d the elevating Sound, 

And roll'd the glad'ning News from 3 to 2 


VE 


O liſten to i Alexis tender Plaint! 
How gently rural! without Coarſeneſs, plain; 
How ſimple in his elegance of Grief! | 
A Shepherd, but no Clown. His every Lay 
Sweet as the early Pipe along the Dale, 


When Hawthorns bud, or on the thymy Brow = # 
When all the Mountains bleat, and Vallies ſing. 
Soft as the Nightingale's harmonious Woe, il, 
In dewy Even-Tide, when Cowſlips drop 


Their ſleepy Heads, and languiſh in the Breeze. 


Imperial Windſor ! on thy Brow auguſt, 
Superbly gay, exalt thy tow'ry Head ; 5 0 
(Much prouder of bis Verſe than of thy Stars, / y 
And bid thy Foreſts dance, and nodding, wave 0 
x Paſtorals. 2 Wind/or-Foreſt. Mr. Pope born there, 
8 A ver- 


* 
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A verdant Teſtimony of thy Joy: 


A native Orpheus warbling in thy Shades. 


Next, in the Critic-Chair ſurvey him thron'd, 
Imperial in his Art, preſcribing Laws 

Clear from the knitted Brow, and ſquinted Sneer ;  - 
Learn'd, without Pedantry ; correctly e e 

And regularly Eaſy. Gentle, now, ; 

As riſing Incenſe, or deſcending Dews, 

The variegated Echo of his Theme: 

Now, animated Flame commands the Soul 

To glow with ſacred Wonder. Pointed Wit 

And keen Diſcernment form the certain Page. 
Juſt, as the Hagyrite; as Horace, free; 

As Fabian, clear; and as Petronius gay. 


2 But whence thoſe peals of Laughter ſhake the Sides 
Of decent Mirth ? Am I in Fairy-Land? 
Young, evaneſcent Forms, before my Eyes, 
Or ſkim, or ſeem to ſkim; thin Eflences 

1 Eſſay on Criticiſm, 2 Rape ede Lock. 
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Of fluid Light; Zilphs, Zilphids, Elves aud Gnomes; þ 


Genij of Roficruce, and Ladies Gods ! — 


And, lo, in ſhining trails, Belinda's Hair, 

Beſpangling with diſhevel'd Beams the Skies 
Flames o'er the Night. Behind, a Satyr * Ic til 
And, jocund, holds a Glaſs, reflecting, far, 


Hoops, Croſſes, Mattadores; Beaux, em and Belles, 


Promiſcuouſly whimſical and gay: | lug 1 by 
Taſſont, hiding his.d diminiſh'd. 8 Neil“ 
Droops o'er the bal Page: while Boikow dalle, 
With Bluſhes cover d, low beneath the Def. 4 


More mournful Scenes invite. The milky Vein 
Of amorous Grief devolves its placid Wave | 
Soft-ſtreaming o'er the Soul, in weeping Woe 
And Tenderneſs of Anguiſn. While we read 
Th' infectious Page, we ſicken into Love, 

And languiſh with involuntary Fires. 

The Zephyr, panting on the ſilken Buds 

Of breathing Violets; the Virgin's Sign, 
1 Ovid's Sappbo to Phaon. And Eloiſe to Abelard. 

=_ - 1 Ro 
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Roſy with Youth, are Wu lenk and . 
To Sappho's Plaint, and Eliſa's Moan. 


 Heav'ns! what a Flood of empyrẽal Dy, 

My aking Eyes involves! A 1 Temple ſoars, . ad 
And, wide! its Wann n elta 
Three monumental Columns, bright in Air, 
Of figurꝰd Gold, the Center of the Quire 
With Luſtre fill. Pope on the Midmoſt Kinda > 
Betwixt his Homer and bis Horace plac'd,” 
Superior by the Hand of Juſtice. ' Tame, 

With all her Mouths tir eternal Trumpet Fly ft 
Exulting at his Name; and, grateful, pours 
The lofty Notes of never-dying Praiſe, 2 


7 
1 
: 
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Triumphant, floating on the Wings of Wind.. 
Sweet o'er the World: th Ambroſial Spirit flies 


ie in its Tn wid wy a "0 


Fame owes Him more than &er ſhe can repay : 
| 1 Temple of Fame. ; 
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She owes her very * to his is Hands; 
Like Iium built; by Hands no leſs divine! 


Auensee g the Maſter's Hand. 
(The Maſter of our Souls ]) has chang d the Key, 
And bids the Thunder of the Battle roar 


Tumultuous 1. 


Homer, Homer is our own I 


And Grecian Heroes flame i in'Brittſh Lines. 


What Pomp © of Words! what na 


acleſs "REY 


Kindles the Verſe; invigours every Line; 
Aſtoniſhes, and; overwhelms the St 
In Tranſport toſt! When fierce Achilles. AVER, +l; 
And flaſhes, like a Comet, oer the Field. 


To wither Armies with his Martial Frown ; . 


I ſee the Battle rage; I hear the Wheels 


Careering with their brazen Orbs! The "Sen 


#0 
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Of Nations rolls (che Labour of the Winds) + ,.. 
Full on my Ear, and ſhakes my inmoſt Soul. „„ ict 
Deſcription never cou d ſo. well deceive: 


Tis real! Troy i is here, or I at Trey 


1 Tranflation of Homer. 


Enjoy 


ec 


0 


All Nature trembles! ſave the Throne of Joe! — 
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Enjoy the War. My Spirits, all on Fire, 


With unextinguiſh'd Violence are born 


Above the World, and mingle with the Ct.. 
Olympus rings with Arms! the Firmament, 


Beneath the Lightning of Minerus's Shield, 
Burns to the Center: rock the Tow rs of Heavy n. 


Have Mercy, Pape, and kill me not with, 
Tis tenfold Rage, an Agony of Bl! 

1 To root Exceſſes from the human-Breaſt, 
Senſe, the Foundation; Harmony, the Walls 


(The Dorique grave, and gay Corinthian join d) 


Where Socrates and Horace jointly reign. 


Beſt of Philoſophers!” of Poets too 


The beſt ! He teaches thee. thyſelf to no: 
That VIRT UE is the-nobleſt gift of Heavn: F 
© And vindicates the Ways of Go p to Man.. 
| 15 1 Ethic Epiſtles.  _ | 
- K O hearken 
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(0) hearken to the Moraliſt polite! \' 7 86 [3 voir 4 
Enter his School of Truth; where Plato's ſelf ch, 
Might n Ms _— an\Far.t v0 / 
CCF Twin) 
1 Laſt ſee him waging with the Fools = 158 
A wanton, harmleſs Mur. Dunce after Dunſce 
Beaux, Doctors, Templars, Courtiers, Sophs and Cits, 
Condemn'd to fuffe# Life. The motley ce, 
Emerging from Oblivion's muddy Pool. ef ie af 
Give the round F ace to view, and ſhameleſs Front 
Proudly 8 till Serre AE Fe Fill. 


l 2 i R 
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Born to improve the Age, and cheat Mankind | 
Into the Road 'of Honour vice again A St 51 
The gilded Chariot drives: for He is dead.]. 
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I faw the ſable Barge, along bis um,, . 
In flow Solemnity beating the Tide, 27 f J lad el 
Convey his ſacred Duſt! --- Its Swans expir d., 
Wither'd i in Titnam Bow'rs the „ g 


| 1 Duncicd. ; | 
OPS.” | Silent 


rad 
= 


c. 


Silent che Muſes broke their idle Lyres: 268 
Th' attendant Graces check d the ſprigh hely 1 Dance, 


Their Arms unlocked, and catch d the ſtarting Tear, 
urn'd! 
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ErITAPRH on my x FATHER. 
In the Pariſh Church of Brough, .. 
#7 eſtmor eland. 1 1 


FAEar to the Wiſe and Good by All approv'd, 
D The Joy of Virtue, and Heaven's well-belov'd ! 
His Life inſpir d with every better Art, 
A learned Head, clear Soul, and honeſt Heart. 
| Each Science choſe his Breaſt ber favourite 925 | 
Each Language, but the Language of Deceit. 2 
Severe his Virtues, yet his Manners kind, 
A manly Form, and a Seraphie Mind. 
So long he walk d in Virtues even road, 
In him at length, twas natur if to do good. 
Like 2 Eden, his old Age (a Sabbath Reſt!) 
 Flow'd without Noiſe, yet all around him bleſt ! 
His Patron, J=svs! with no Titles grac'd, 
But that beſt Title, a good Pariſh Prieſt. 
nb. Fellow of ee Coll. Oxfird, and vi- 


car of Brough 32 Years. He departed this Life 8 31. 1735. Aged 70. 
E ugh River Eden runs near 1 


7 


* 


Peace 


i 
: 


| 


_ _—— — —— 


2 many ag nn rs” % 
7 — — 
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Peace with his Aſhes dwell. And, Err knew, 
The Saint's above; the Duſt alone below. = | 
The Wiſe and Good ſhall pay their Tribute here, 
The modeſt Tribute of one Thought and Tear, 
Then penſive Sigh, and ſay, To me be given 
By 8 thus on n Earth, to —_ in Heaven.” | 
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1 


- 


Ha ">. 28 4 34811 


EPITA PH g K a my. MO THER, 1 
In £6; | 5 Pariſh Chprch of. Brougb, 
. en, I om tr 
g en n. fle matt 
| 1 OY hes oft hn tt oil wil 
TE The Woman, Friend, the Mother, and the 
A Woman form'd by aki: more than Art, 
With ſmiling Eaſe to gain upon the Heart. 
A Friend as true as Guardian-Angels are, 
Kindneſs her Law, Humanity Her Care. 
A Mother ſweetly tender, | juſtly dear, 
Oh! never to be nam d without a Tear. 
A Wife of every ſocial Charm poſſeſt, 
Bleſſing her 2 Huſbands In her Huſbands bleſt. 
Love in her Heart, Compaſſion in her Eye, 
Her Thoughts as humble, as her Virtues high. 


11 Ty . 


1 She departed this Life October 25. 1737. Aged 65. 2 Her former 
, Huaband was of. Fiſher M. A. Fellow of Jucen's Coll. Oxford, Vicar of 
179 and A Deacon of Carliſle; ; by: whom She had no Children. 


= i 4 
Her 


1 
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Her Knowledge uſeful, nor too high, nor low, 

To ſerve her Maker, and Hard to know. 

Born to relieve-the:Poor, the Rich to pleaſe, 

To live with Honour, and to die in Peace. 

So full ber Hope, her Wiſhes ſo refgrd. "4 
Her Life ſo blameleſs, {6 unftain'd her Mind. 


Heav'n mir d to ſee, and gave the gracious Nod, 10 I 
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Written in the 1 
HOLY. BIBLE. 


& 2 * 
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E . To omes, 1 my unerring - Guide, 3 
Dove-hearted Saints, and Prophets Bagh-gid! + | 
I ſcorn the Moral-Fop, and Ethic-Sage, 

But drink i in Truth from your illumin d Page: 

Like Moſes-Buſh each Leaf divinely bright, | 
Where Go p inveſts Himſelf in milder Light 25 
Taught by your Doctrines We devoutly riſe, 

Faith points the Way, and Hape unbars the Skies. 
You tune our Paſſions, teach Them how to roll, 
And fink the Body but to.raiſe the Soul; 

To raiſe It, bear It to Myſterious Day, 
Nor Want an Angel to direct the Way ! 


On 
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On a PRESENT of THREE ROSES, 
from INT EA. 3 


HR EE Roſes to Os ow + doid'Y 
T The Miftreſs of- the Graces gave: SAO Hei Tort 
Three Roſes of an Eaſtern Hue. 
Sweet- ſwelling with ambroſial Dew. 5 211 
How each, with glowing Pride, ane. | 
The Riches of its cireling Rays! 2 [ion 8111 
How all, in ſweet Po aro now ner B wor! 
Perfumes, that might revive the Dead! 
Now tell me, Fair One, if you knouns 
Whence theſe balmy Spirits flow N 1:43 ea aT 
Whence Springs this modeſt Bluſh of Light 
Which charms at once and pains the Sight? : x 
The Fair-One knew, but wou'd not n :24559 
So bluſh'd and ſmiling went her Way. 
Impatient, next the Muſe I call; 5 92 rater 
She comes, and thus word anſwer al. 

« Fool, (and I ſure deſerv'd the . 50 
Mark well che Beauties of the Dame,. lc 
8 And 
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And en yen verde iy & fin, 


And why ſo Fweet the Roſes age ? 4 
110 


Now can you wonder why ſo fair, 


And why ſo ſweet the Roſes are? - 


ce Hold, tuneful Trifler, I reply d, 
The beauteous Cauſe I now deſcri'd, 


Hold, talk no more of Summer Skies, 
Of genial Suns and --- ſplendid Lyes; 


Of fragrant Fields of Afpbodel, 


And brighteſt Rays and ſweeteſt Smell; 


Whatever Poetry can paint, 
Or Muſe can utter --- all is faint : 


Two Words had better all expreſt ; -— 
« She took the Roſes from — her Brea. 


wt 


Her Cheek with living purple glows 
Which bluſh'd its Rays on every Roſe; - +5! 
Her Breath exhal'd a ſweeter Smell. 
Than fragrant Fields of Apa; 
The ſparkling Spirit in her Eyes 
A kindlier influence ſupplies | | 1+ | 
Than genial Suns and Summer Skies. 


CUPID 


. TAI EIN ²˙ ˙—u —— as A A Is 
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CUPID MISTAKEN. 


Vs whipt Cupid tother Day, | 


For having loſt his Bow and os 


For he had giv'n Them both away 
To Stella, Queen of Jks-River. 
II. 
« Mamma! You wrong Me while You Arike, 
(Cry's weeping Cupid) for 1 OS” 7 
Stella and You are ſo alike, © © © 
I thought that I had Them Yau. 
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Cvriv in LOVE. | 
Or s 21 and the W A8 P. 


ANACREONTICK. "AX J 
PU Cz Bren Vo Fl ori Ee F 
UPID a 166 
C Lately ; fince Anacreon ſung: 
Venus, with a ſmiling Eye, 
Laugh'd to hear him ſob and fu. 5 


Angry Cupid in Revenge, nt 
(Gods their Shapes at pleaſure one) 
In the Form of Waſp or Bee, 
Stella! fix d his Sting in Thee: 
Stella ! faireſt of the Fair: 
Stella, Venus deareſt Care! 
In Revenge He dealt the Blow | 
On her Favourite Below; 
In Revenge of ſiniling Eyes, 
Sweeteſt Emblems of the Skies! 
O my Finger! Stella cry d: 
Wou'd for Stella I had dy d! 
o my 


O my Finger! thrice She cry'd, 
Thrice for Stella Id have dy dl 
Stella ! faireſt of the Fair, 


Stella, Venus deareſt Care 2 


Venus, red'nin ning, drop'd a Tear: 

| Of Here, You Sirrah, Cupid, — 

Dare Vou torture, like a Foe, 

Stella, my Belov'd below ? 

Curſt Revenge on ſmiling Eyes, 

Sweeteſt Emblems of the Skies! 
Cupid, ſmit with Stellas Eye, 

Anſwer'd Venus with a Sigh, © 

Rather, Mamma, pity Me ; | 

--- T am wounded more than She. ++ 


On Several Occaſions. 
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Writing LAuRAS Name in the Snow. 


nn Se 65% 


f 


THIRASIS. 


Was it her Coldneſs to expreſs, n 
Or ſhew thy Love wou'd melt away? 1 
Or, rather, was it This? Becauſe 
When She is nam d you burn and glow, | 
Therefore in Hopes to coo] your: Breaſt - 

' You writ the Charmer's Name in Snow? | 
Damo N, 

Wife, ſince Ik wou d blot her Charms, 

In Snow I choſe her Name to write; 

Since only Snom like her is pure, 

Is foft alone, alone is white. 

Perhaps the Air her Name may freeze, 

And every Letter grow a Gem; 


HY, Damon, . - 3 
In fanoy Letters? prithee, ſay: 


Fit 


7 Cy FEA 
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Fit Characters to blaze her Charms, | 


And owe their Rays to Stellas Name. 8 


A Möethrch for che precious Name 


Might then with half his Kingdom 4 \ 


To mar my Law na bis et. 
3 THIRS IS. 
In vain. „ Noontide Sun 


Diſſolves it with his amorous Flame: Ha 


The liquid Syllables are loft : 


Now, Diner, where is Laurd's — ? 


Damon, 


Too true: yet tho? het Name diſſolves; 


The ſhining Drops ſhall not be loſt: 
I'll drink Them as They weep away, 
And flill her Name ſhall be my Toof. 


* 
* 
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EPILOGUE to LS 45M 


PEN in 
Spoken by a young GENTLEMAN, in the 


Character of Marci. 
Before a bins Audience. 


Rirics aa a Pay at _ 
(I wiſh they durſt affirm. it to my. Face) . 
That Love in Tragedies has nought to do: / | 
Ladies, if ſo, what won'd They make of You? | 
Why, make You uſeleſs, nameleſs, harmleſs. Things: 
How falſe their Doctrine, J appeal to --- Ring; ; 
Appeal to Afric, Ala, Greece and Rome ; | | 300 
And, faith, we need not go --- ſo far from Home. ' 
For Us the Lover burns and bleeds and dies, '! 


H 

I fancy We have Comets in our Eyes; VA N U. 
And They, you know, are --- Sigus of Tragedias. Fa 

Thanks to my Stars, or, rather, to my Face, Fo 
Sempronius periſh'd for that very Caſe. 3 1 


The boiſt rous Wretch bawl'd out for 1 Peals of Thunder, IM a; 
| Becauſe He cou'd not force Me --- to come under. 
e | 7 I Act 4th. Scene 2d. 4 ant! 


IA 
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Lard! how I tremble at the narrow” Scape; 
Which of you wou'dnot --- tremble --- at a Rape? -/ 
Howe're that be, this Play will plainly prove, 141 


That Liberty is not ſo. ſiveet as Love. b ins bak 
Think, Ladies, think. what Fancies fill d my Head, i 
To find the living Juba for the dead“ nf 

Tho much He ſuffer d on my Father's oils. 0 ln 
Il make him cry, ere long, een 3 


For I ſhall prove a mighty loving Bride. 

But now, to make an End of Female n 

TI = my Petticoats to --- wear the Breeches. 
"Runs out and comes in his Night Gown. 

We have ee the Scene: For Gravity becomes 115 

4 7 ragedy, as Hearſes fable Plumes. e In 

His Country's Father you have ſeen, to Night, 

Unfortunately great, and ſternly right. 

Fair Liberty, by impious Power oppreſt, 

F ound no Aſylum but Her Cato's Breaſt : 

Thither, as to a Temple, She retir d, 

And when He plung d the Dagger She expir d. 


2 1 


If Lier revive at Cato's Name, 

And Britiſh Boſoms catch the Namen Flame: 

If hoary Villains rouze your honeſt Ire, | 
And Patriot-Vouths with Love of Freedom fire, 
If Lacia's Grief your graceful Pity move, 

And Marcia teach the Virgins virtuous Love, 
You'll own, ev'n in this metbodizing Age, 

The mildeſt School --- of Morals is the Stage. | 

To you, the poliſh'd Judges of our Cauſe, 


Whoſe Smiles are Honour, and whoſe Nods applauſe, 


Humble we bend: encourage Arts like theſe; 
For tho the A Tors fuil d. — they firove to pleaſe. 


— ava 
Like Cato to defend, like Addiſon to write. 


Perhaps, in Time, your Favours of this Night 2 


** 
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| On Several Occaſions. 
THE. 
HAPPY. LIFE. 


. I. 

N Book, a Friend, a Song, a Glaſs, 
A A chaſte, yet laughter - loving _ 
To Mortals various Joys impart, 
Inform the Senſe, and warm the Heart. 

= © - 

Thrice happy they, who, careleſs, laid 
Beneath a kind-embow'ring 8 
With Roſy Wreaths their 4 
| In Roſy Wine their Sorrows drown. 

” III. 

Mean while the Myſes wake the Lyre, 

The Graces modeſt Mirth inſpire, 
Good-natur'd Humour, harmleſs Wit; 
Well-temper'd Joys, nor grave, nor light. | 


crown, 


T2 


— AA AO OS "III FOI II ILLICIT ET ˙ Um. IT AER es 


ws 1 f M 8 


Let Sacred Venus with her Heir, 
And dear Ianthe too be there. 
Muſick and Wine in Concert move 
With Beauty, and refining Love. 

V. 
There Peace ſhall ſ read her Dove-like We” 
And bid her Olives round us ſpring. , 
There Truth ſhall reign, a Sacred Gueſt !. 
And Innocence, to crown the Reſt. 
Begone, Ambition, Riches, Toys, 
And ſplendid Cares, and guilty Joys. --- 
Give me a Book, a Friend, a Glaſs, 
And a chaſte, laughter-loving Laſs. 


S 
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TE 


WEDDING M OR N. A 
A DREAM. 1 


Was Morn: But 7 150 ſtill his Pillow preſt: 
(His Anabellas Charms improv'd his Reſt.) / 

An Angel Form, the Daughter of the Skies, 

Deſcending bleſt ; or ſeem'd to bleſs his Eyes ; } 

White from her Breaſt a dazzling Veſtment roll'd, 

With Stars beſpangled and celeſtial Gold. 

She mov'd, and Odours, wide, the Circuit fill'd; 

She ſpake, and Honey from her Lips diſtill'd. 

« Behold," illuſtrious comes, to bleſs thy Arms, 

Thy Annabella, breathing Love and Charms 

O melting Mildneſs, undiſſembled Truth! 

Fair Flow'r of Age, yet bluſhing Bloom of Youth 1 

Fair without Art, without deſign admir'd, 

Praisd by the Good, and by the Wiſe deſir'd. 

By Art and Nature taught and form'd to pleaſe, 

With all the ſweet Simplicity of Eaſe. 


—— wi — ren eee — 
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In publick courteous — for no private End; 

At Home --- a Servant; and Abroad — a Friend. 

Her gentle Manners, unaffected Grace, 

And animated Sweetneſs of her Face, 

Her faultleſs Form, by Decency refind, 

And bright, unſullied Sanctity of Mind, 

The Chriſtian Graces breathing in her Breaſt, 

Her --- WaoLE ſhall teach Thee to be more than Bleſt. 
"Tis Virtues Rays that point her ſparkling Eyes, 

Her Face is beauteous for her Soul is wiſe. 

As from the Sun refulgent Glories roll, 


Wich feed the Starry Hoſt and fire the Pole, 


So ſtream upon her Face the Beauties of her Soul. 
Tho' the Dove's languiſh melts upon her Eye, 


And her Cheeks mantle with the Eaſtern Sky, 


When Seventy on her Temples ſheds its Snow, 


Dim grow her Eyes and Checks forget to glow, 


Good-Nature ſhall the purple Loſs ſupply, 
GooC-Senſe ſhine brighter than the ſparkling Eye : 
In beauteous Order round and round ſhall move, 


Love cool'd by A Reaſon warm'd by Love. 
Receive 


e 
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Receive Heay'ns kindeſt Bleſſing! And regard / 
This Bleſſing as thy Virtue's beſt reward. 1 
When Beauty wakes her faireſt Forms to charm, 
When Muſick all her Powr's of Sound to warm, 
Her golden Floods when wanton Freedom rolls, 
And Plenty pours Herſelf into our Bowls; = 
When with tumultuous Throbs our Pulſes beat, 
And dubious Reaſon totters on her Seat. 
The Youth how ſteady, how reſolv'd the Guide 
Which ſtems the full luxuriant; pleafing Tide! 

For Theſe, and Virtues ſuch as Theſe is given 
Thy Annabella O belov'd of Heav n! 

Hail Marriage ! everlaſting be thy Reign! 

The Chain of Being is thy golden Chain. 

From hence Mankind, a growing Race depend, 
Began with Nature, ſhall with Nature end. 

The Miſts, which ſtain d thy Luſtre, break away, 

In Glory leſſen, and refine to Day: K 
No more the Jeſt of Wits, of Fools the Sutin: 
Which God made Sacred, and which Prieſts adorn. 


Aſcend the Bed, while genial Nature pours | 
Her balmy Bleſſings round and nectaraShoweirs. 
And lo! the Future opens on my Eyes, 

I fee ſoft Budds, and ſmiling Flowr's ariſe: 
The Human Bloſſoms every charm diſplay, 
Unfold their Sweets, and beautify the Day. 
The Father's Virtues in the Sons combine ; 

The Mother's Graces in the Daughters ſhine. 

So where an Angel ſpreads his Dovelike Wing 
Young Lawrels ſprout, and tender Myrtles ſpring ; | 
Sweet Dews deſcending conſecrate the Ground, 

And opens a new Paradiſe around! FAG 

I fee!” - But here the Scenes which blaz'd behind / 
Her Fancy dazzled, and diſſolvd His Mind. 

| He woke : yet {till He thinks He ſees and Hears ; 

s Till real Sounds ſalute his raviſh'd Ears: 

«.- Ariſe! the Bride invites Thee to be bleſt ?” - 

He roſe. --- But. Silence only ſpeaks the Reſt. 
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Ui WVunc formofeſſinus Annus. Virgil. 
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PREFACE. 


8 SPENSER is the moſt Ape and' flo- 
Tid of all our Engliſh Writers, I attem- 
pted to imitate his Manner, in the following 
vernal Pot. I haye been very ſparing of the 
Antiquated Words, which are too frequent in 
moſt of the Imitations of this Author ; how- 
ever, I have introduc'd a few. here and there, 
which are explain'd at the bottom of each Page 
where. they occur. Shaheſpear is the PoE os 
Naruxz, in adapting the Affections and Paſ- 
ſions to his Characters; and Sper/er in deſcri- 
bing her delightful Scenes and rural Beauties. 
His Lines are moſt muſically ſweet ;_ and his 
deſcriptions moſt delicately abundant, even. to 
a Wantonneſs of 8 but ſtill it is the 
Muſic and Painting of Nature. We find no 
ambitious ornaments, or epigrammatical Turns, 
in his Writings, but a beautiful Simplicity; 
which pleaſes far above the glitter of pointed 
Wit. I. endeavour d to avoid the Aﬀecation 
of the one, without. an y Hopes of attainin 8 0 the 
Graces of the e Kind of FIR | 


| 1-144 
Lt Sf 3 # * 


* _ - * 
"as © - . "MY 
. . * „ 4-8 5 : EF 
"Ip ; $4 1 4 = 4 
* e g N &- 4 j 4 £ . 4 4 5 : 
U 7 pa * x #. 
* 2 J 7 E 


Te ſequor, O noſtræ Gemis Decus ! inque tuis nunc 
PFixa pedum pono preſſis veſtigia fignts : 7 
_ . Non-2ta certandi cuptdus, quam fropter amorem + 
Du Te imitariague: id enim contendat Hirundo 
Genis? — „ Luckzrius. 


A modern Writer has, I know, biel a- 
ery running the Verſe into Alternate and 
Stanza ; But Mr. Prior's Authority is ſufficient 
for me, who obſerves that It allows a greater 
Variety, and ſtill preſerves the dignity of the 
Verſe. As I profeſs d my ſelf in this Canto to 
take Spen/er for my Model, I choſe the Stanza; 
which J think adds both a Sweetneſs and* 80. 
lemnity at the ſame Time to Subjects of thi 
rural and flowry Nature.” The moſt deſerip- 
tive of our old Poets have always uſed It Fen 
Chaucer down to Fairfax, and even long after 
him. I follow'd Fletcher” s Meaſure in his Pur- 
ple Iſand; a Poem printed at Cambridge i in 
12 Cantos in Quarto, ſcarce heard of in this 
Ape, yet the beſt in the Allegorical Way, (next 
to the Fairy Queen) in the Engl: 5 Language. 
The Alexandrine Line, T think, is -peculiarly 

ceful at the End, and is an Improvement 
on Shakeſpear's Venus and Adonis. Aſter all, 
* 8 8 will * me for * thi 
5 


4 


N | 


Meaſure ; ad Scaliger in the third Book of 
his Poetics, tells us, (from Dydimus) that the 
Hymns of the Athenians were ſung to the Lyre, 
the Pipe, or ſome muſical Inſtrument : And 
This, of all other Kinds of Verſe is, certainly, 

Lyrical. | But enough of the Stanza: For (as 
o William Davenant obſerves in his admira- 
ble Preface to Gondibert) Numbers in Verſe, 
like diſtinct Kinds of Muſic, are compoſed to 
the uncertain and different Taſte of ſeveral 
Ears. I hope, I have no Apole py: to make for 
deſcribing the Beauties, the Pleaſures, and the 
Loves of the Seaſon in too tender or too flo- 
rid a Manner. The Nature of the dubject re- 
quir d a Luxuriouſneſs of Verſification, and a 


Soſtneſs of Sentiment; but they are pure and 


chaſte at the ſame Time: Otherwiſe this Canto 
had neither been ever written, or offer'd to the 
public. If the Sentiments and Verſe be florid 
and tender, I ſhall excuſe myſelf in the Words 


of Virgil (tho not in his Senſe) 


--- Nunc mall ima Wow 
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AN 


HYMN ro MAY. 
THERE AL Daughter of the luſty '$pring, © © 
And ſweet Favonius, ever-gentle May! © 
Shall I, unblam'd, preſume of Thee to ſing, 
And with thy living Colours gild my Lay? 
Thy genial Spirit mantles in my Brain ; 
My Numbers languiſh in a ſofter Vein: 
I pant, too emulous, to flow in Spenſer's Strain. 
Say, mild Aurura of the blooming Tear, 
With Storms when Winter blackens Nature's Face; 
When whirling Winds the howling Foreſt tear, ' 
And ſhake the ſolid Mountains from their Baſe : 
day, what refulgent Chambers of the Sky 
Veil thy beloved Glories from the Eye, | 
For which the Nations pine, and Earth's fair Children 
die? 


. 7 A 
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z Certes o'er Rhedioyne's 8. Manie Mead, 


With Flame recruited. for th æthereal Road; 
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III. 
Where 1 Leda's Twins, : forth from rH, Diamond- 
| Tower, A | 4 2 * 14 — 
Alternate, o'er the Night their Buns divide; ; 


In Light emboſom'd, happy, and ſecure 


From Winter-Rage, thou chuſeſt to abide... . , ; 
Bleſt Reſidence }- For, there, as Poets tell. 
2 The Power's of Poetry and Wiſdom dwell; 


Apollo wakes the Arts; the Myſes ſtrike the Shell. 
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(For ever ſpread, Je. Laurels, green and | new !), 85 3 


The Brother- Stars their gracious Nurture ſhed, 
And ſecret Bleſſings of Poctic-Dew. 1 
They bathe their Horſes in the learned . 


And deem fair fs Swans 4 fair as their Father-God... 


1 Caſtor and Pollux/ 
2 The Gemini are fooled to prekde ö over ea men. See Poman Ot 
in his beautiful Poem call d Urania. Lib. 2. De Geminis. 
3 Surely, certainly. Bid. ————= Rhedityna, &c. Oxford... Tec 
Jupiter deceiu'd Leda in the Shape: q of a Sewon a8 She was ns, hr 


| 1b the River Euratas.” TO By 
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V. 


Rains Fragrance o'er the World, and kindly Showyrs; 


But, in the Eaſtern-Pride of Beauty, May, 

To gladden Earth, forſakes her heav'nly Bow 1, 

Reſtoring Nature from her palſy d State. 

April, retire; 2 ne longer, Nature, wait: 

Soon may ſhe iſſue from the Morning's . Gate: 
V. 8 . 

Come, bounteous May! in Fulneſs of thy Might; 4 

Lead, briſkly, on the mirth- infuſing Hours, 

All- recent from the Boſom of Delight, 4 

With Nectar, nurtur'd; and involv'd in F low'r rs: 

By Spring's ſweet Bluſh, by Nature's teeming Womb; 

By Hebe's dimply Smile, by bras Bloom 


By Venus -ſelf (for Venus ſelf demands thee) come ! 


0185 VII. 
By the warm Sighs, in dewy Even-Tide, 
Of melting Maidens, in the Wood- bind - groves, 
To Pity looſen'd,- ſoften d down from Pride; 6 
By billing Tyrtles, and by cooing 1 Doves „„ 
1 . 2 Nor. X By | 


By the Youth's Plainings ſtealing on the Air, | 
(For Youths will plain, tho' yielding be the Fair ) 
Hither, to bleſs the Maidens and the Youths, repair. 
With Dew beſpangled, by the Hawthorn-buds, . © 
With Freſhneſs breathing, by the daiſyd Plains, 
By the mix d Muſic of the warbling Woods, © 
And jovial 1 Roundelays of Nymphs and Swains; | 
In thy full Energy, and rich Array, 
[| Delight of Earth and Heav'n4 © bleſſed May! / 
'| From Heav'n deſcend to Earth: on Earth vouchſafe to 
| | She comes! A filken 2 Camus, emral'd-green, 
| | Gracefully looſe, adown her Shoulder's flows, 
| (Fit to enfold the Limbs of Paphos Queen) 
And with the Labours of the Needle glows, 
3 Purfled by Nature's Hand! The amorous Aly 
And muſky-weſtern Breezes, faſt, repair, 
| Her Mantle proud to ſwell, and wanton with 15 Hair. 


1 Songs. A ight Gown, 3 
1 La 1 88 Her 
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Her Hair (but er Threads of Ligen ſeems) 
With the gay Honours of the Spring intwin d, 
Copious, unbound, in nectar'd Ringlets Am 
Floats glitt'ring on the Sun, and ſcents the Wind, 
Love-ſick with Odours ! Now to order roll'd, 
It melts upon her Boſom 8 dainty Mould, 1 | 
Or, curling round her Waſte, Parte its wavy. 4 Gold. 
Lan Roſes, 18 ond 1 1 5 
The fect Abundance of their purple Rays . 
And Lillies, dip'd in Fragrance, freſhly blow, 11 
With blended Beauties, in her Angel-Face. 
The humid Radiance beaming from her Eyes 
The Air and Seas illumes, eee I 
And open, where the ſmiles, the Sweets of Parodi. 

On Zepbyr's Wing e hs e laughitg Goddeſs view, 
Diſtilling Balm. She cleaves the buxom Air, 
Attended by the filyer-footed Dew, , 
| The ae of Winter to repair. Fes | 15 
X 2 She 
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| She gives her naked Boſom to the Gales, 

Her naked Boſom down the Zther Sails; ſhales 
Her Boſom breaths Delight; her Breath the Spring ex- 

All as the Phenix, in Arabian Skies, 

New-burniſh'd from his ſpicy Funeral Pyres, 

At large, in ' roſeal Undulation, flies; 

His Plumage dazzles and the Gazer tires : 

Around their King the plumy Nations wait, 

Attend his Triumph, and augment his State 1 

He tow'ring, claps his Wings, and wins th' Ethereal 

Height. | Ba. 
XIV. 

So round this Phenix of the gawdy Year 

A thouſand, nay ten thouſand Sports and Smiles, 

Fluttering in Gold, along the Hemiſphere, 

Her Praiſes chaunt ; her Praiſes Glad the Iſles. 

_ 5 Pliny tells us. Lib. 11. That the Phenix is about che Bigneſs of an 
5353 

diax's fine Poem on that Subject and Marcellus Donatas, who has a ſhort 


Differtation on the Phenix in his Obſervations on Tacitus, Annal. Lib. 6. 
We fly on Job, and Sr. Tho. Brown” 8 . aper. | <p 


Con- 
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Conſcious of her approach. (to deck her Bow'rs) 


Earth from her fruitful Lap and Boſom pours # 
A waſte of ſpringing Sweets, and voluntary Flow'rs.. | / 
1 Narciſſus fair, in ſnowy Velvet gown'd ; 


Ah fooliſh ! ſtill to love the Fountain-brim : 


2 Sweet Hyacinth, by Phebus 3 erſt bemoan'd; 
And Tulip, flaring in her powder'd Trim. 


Whate're, 4 Armida, in thy Gardens blew ; - 
Whate're the Sun inhales, or ſips the Dew; 
Whate're compoſe the Chaplet on Ianthes Brow.” | 


1 A beautiful Youth who, beholdios his F oo in a F ountain, fell in Tom 
with himſelf, ' and pining away was chang'd into a Flow'r which bears his 


Name. See Ovid. Metamorph. Lib. 3. 


2 Belov'd and turned into a Flow'r by Apollo. See the Story in Ovid. 
Met. Lib. 10. There is likewiſe a curious Dialogue in Lucian betwixt Mer- 
cury and Apollo on this Subject. Servius in his Notes on Yirgil's ſecond 
Bucolick takes the Hyacinth to be the Vaccinium of the Latines, bearing ſome - 
Similitude with the Name.. ff . 9g WE RO 


3 Formerly: long ago. 
4 See 74% 8 L Goffreds, Canto 16. 
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He who 1 undaz d can wander o'er her Face, 
May gain upon the Solar- blaze at Noon ! --= _ 
What more than female Sweetneſs, and a Grace 
Peculiar ! fave, Tanthe, thine alone, 
Ineffable Effuſion of the Day! „ liloe 

So very much the ſame, ae Ag 8M 259 
May is Ianthe ; or the dear Janthe, May. _ | 
The leſſer Lamps of Night in 2 Sheen excell; 
So far in Sweetneſs and in Beauty May 
Above all other Months doth bear the Bell. 4 
So far as May doth other Months exceed, : on | 
So far in Virtue and in 3 Goodlihead, „ 2004 PLES. 259 | 
Above all other Nymphs Lanthe bears the + Meed, 
Welcome ! as to a — n Wing; 4 552 
To fire his Fancy, and enlarge his Soul: 
He weaves the Laurel-Chaplet with the Vine, 

And grows Immortal as he drains the Bowl. 

1 Undazzled. 2 Brightneſs. Shining. 3 Beauty. 4 Prizes Wel- 
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Welcome! as Beauty to the loveſick Swain, 

For which he long had figh'd, but figh'd in Vain; 

He darts into her Arms; quick-vaniſſies his Pain. 

The drowzy Elements, arouz d by thee, | 

Roll to harmonious Meaſures, active all! 

Earth, Water, Air, and Fire, with feeling Glee, - 

Exult to celebrate thy Feſtival. - 3 

Fire Glows intenſer ; ſofter, blows the AW 

More ſmooth the Waters flow; Earth {miles more fart 

Earth, Water, Air and Fire, thy nn 
Share. | 

What boundleſs Tides of Splendor o'er the Skies, 

Oerflowing Brightneſs ! ſtream their golden Rays! 

Heav'ns Azure kindles with the varying Dies, a 

Reflects the Glory, and returns the Blaze. 

Air whitens ; wide the Tracts of ther been 

With Colours damaſk'd rich, and goodly Sheen, 

And all above, is blue; and all. below is green. 


At 
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At thy approach, the wild Waves' loud uproar, 
And foamy Surges of the mad'ning Main, 
Forget to heave their Mountains to the Shore ; 
Diffus d into the level of the Plain. 
For thee, the Halcyon builds her Summer's-neſt ; 
For thee, the Ocean ſmooths her troubled Breaſt, | 
Gay from thy placid Smiles, in thy own purple Dreſt. 
] MG ent; mnl)'s 
Have ye not ſeen, in gentle Even-tide, b 
When Jupiter the Earth hath richly ſhowr'd, 
| Striding the Clouds, a Bow i diſpredden-wide 
As if with Light inwove, and gayly flowr'd 
With, bright Variety of blending Dies ? 
White, purple, yellow melt along the Skies, 
Alternate Colours ſink, alternate Colours riſe. 
- XXIII. | 
The Earths embroidery then have ye eyd, 
And ſmile of Bloſſoms, yellow, purple, white; 
Their vernal - tincturꝰd Leaves, luxurious, died 
In Flora s Liv'ry, painted by the Light. | 
1 Spread. Lights 
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Lights painted Children in the Breezes play, 

Lay out their dewy Boſoms to the Ray, | 
Their ſoft-Enamel ſpread, and beautify the Day. : .. 
From the wide Altar of the foodful Eartin 
The Flow'rs, the Herbs, the Plants, their Incenſe roll; 
The Orchards ſwell the Ruby- tinctur d Birth ; | 

The Vermil-gardens breath the ſpicy Soul. 

Grateful to May, the Nectar-ſpirit flies, 

The wafted Clouds of laviſhd Odours rife, - - 


The Zephyr's balmy Burthen, worthy of the Skies. 


The Bee, the golden Daughter of the Spring, 


From Mead to Mead, in wanton Labour, roves, 


And loads its little Thigh, or gilds its Wing 

With all the Eſſence of the fluſhing Groves: 
Extracts the aromatick Soul of Flow'rs, 
And, humming in Delight, its waxen Bow'rs ___. .- 
Fills with the luſcious. 8 polle, and lives Ambroſial-Hours. 
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Touch' d by 1 Thee, Mey, the Flocks and r Dove 8 
That low in Paſtures, or on Mountains bleat, * 
Revive their Frolicks and renew their Loves, 

stung to the Marrow with a generous Heat. 
re lurch Courler, bounding o'er the lin, 
Shakes to the Winds the Honours of his Mane, 

_ (High-arch'd nr and, ſnuffing, hopes the dappled 

M eh e, 
Tube atreal Songſters ſooth the lining Groves: 
The mellow Thruſh, the -1 Ouzle ſweetly ſhrill, 

And little Linnet celebrate their Loves 

In Hawthorn Valley, or on tufted Hill ;- 

The ſoaring Lark, the lowly Nightingale, 

A Thorn her Pillow, trills her doleful — DS K 
And * — dies ng: the Dale.” l COL 
This gay Exuberance of gorgeous Seki" 

The gilded Mountain; and the herbag'd Vale; 
The Woods that bloſſom, and the Birds that ſing, 


The mormuring Fountain and the breathing Dale : 
3 Blackiird, The 
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The Dale, the Fountains, Birds and Woods delight, 


The Vales, the Mountains and the Spring invite, 


Yet unadorn'd by May, no longer charm the Sight. 


When Nature laughs around, ſhall Man alone, 
Thy Image, hang (ah me!) the ſickly Head? 
When Nature ſings, ſhall Nature's Glory groan, 
And languiſh for the Pittance poor of Bread ! 

o may the Man that ſhall his Image ſcorn, 


Alive, be ground with Hunger, moſt forlornn 
Die 1 . and dead, by Doge and Kites be torn. 


XXX. 
Curs'd may Habs (as if he were not ſo.) 
Nay doubly curs d be ſuch a Breaſt of Steel, 
Which never melted at Another's Woe, - 
Nor Tenderneſs of Bowels knew to fell. 
His Heart is black as Hell, in flowing Store 
Who hears the Needy crying at his Door, 29885 


Who hears Them cry, 2 ne_recks ; but ſuffers them be 


1 Without a funeral Knell. „ 
| - 3 


But 


| But bleft, O more than doubly bleſt be El 
Let Honour crown him and eternal Reſt, 
Whoſe Boſom, the ſweet Fount of Charity, 
Flows out to 1 nourſle Innocence diſtreſt. - 
His Ear is open to the Widows cries, vl nc 
His Hand the Orphan's Cheek of Sorrow 8 7 
Like Mercy's ſelf he looks on Want with Pity's mw 
KXKXII,:: 1-12 - 
| In this bleſt Seaſon, Pregnant with Delight, 
| Ne may the boading Owl with Screeches wound 
The ſolemn Silence of the quiet Night, 


Ne croaking Raven, with unhallow'd Sound, 
Ne damned Ghoſt 3 affray with deadly Yell 
Tue waking Lover, raisd by mighty Spell, 

To e Stars, till Hippe ſhine it back to Hell, 

| XXXIII. a 
Ne Witches rifle Gibbets, by the Moon, 

(With Horror winking, trembling all with with Fear) 

Of many a clinking Chain, and canker d Bone: 

Ne or Imp in viſionary Shape appear, 

* 1 To nurſe, 2 Nor. 3 Aﬀright, To 
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To blaſt the thriving Verdure of the Plain; 
Ne let Hobgoblin, ne the Pont, profane 
With ſhadowy Glare the Light, and mad the burſting 

Brain. ESA | 
Yet Fairy-Elves (fo 1 ancient Cuſtom's will) 
The green-gown'd Fairy Elves, by e 2 Sheen, 
May gambol or in Valley or on Hill, 
And leave their Footſteps on the circled Green. 
Full lightly trip it, dapper Mab, around; 
Full 3 featly, Ob' ron, Thou, o'er Graſs-turf bound? 
Mab bruſhes off no Dew-drops, Ob ron rt no ground. 

gn: 

Ne bloody Rumours violate the Ear, 
of Citys ſack d, and Kingdoms deſolat,;,; 
With Plague or Sword, with e or War; 
Ne rueful Murder ſtain thy æra- date; 3 


1 The Lemuria, or Rites facred to the 2 were 50 & - 
Romans in May. See Ovid. Faſt. I. 5. &c. They imagined the Lemures (in 
Engliſh, Fairies) to be like Ghoſts of deceaſed Perſons : but our traditional 
Accounts are very different in Reſpe& to the Nature of Fairies. Shake- 
/pear's Midſummers Night's Dream, Prayton's Fairy Tale, and a celebrated 
0% Ballad, are Maſter-pieces in their Kind. 

1 Brightneſs. 2 Nimbly. 3 Nor. 


Ne 
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Ne ſhameleſs Calumny, for fell Deſpight, 
The fouleſt Fiend that e er blaſphem'd the Light, 

At lovely _ rail, nor grin at courteous Na 

| XXXVI. | 

Ne Wailing i in our Streets nor Fields be f | 

Ne Voice of Miſery affault the Heart; , . |} 

Ne Fatherleſs from Table be debar'd ; Om 

Ne piteous Tear from Eye of Sorrow art; | ( 

But Plenty, pour thy ſelf into the Bowl 

Of Bounty-head; may never Want controul ; A 

LH Good-Honeſt Man, who foods th bft 

e XXXVIIL 

Now let the Trumpet's martial Thunders . ; 

| The Viol wake alone, and tender Flute: EX IO 
The Phrygian Lyre with ſprightly 8 . | 
And, Erato, diſſolve the Lydian-lute. | 


Yet Cho frets, and burns, with honeſt Pain, 3-; 

I 0 rouze and animate the martial Strain, Th 
While Britiſh Banners flame o'er many a purpled Plain w. 
„ | | ” In 


The 
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The Dünen ſleeps; but ſoon for Thee ſhall wake, ö 


Illuſtrious CHI EVI to ſound thy mighty N: 
(Snatch d from the Malice of Lethean- lake) 
Triumphant-ſwelling from the Mouth of Fame. 

Mean while, diſdain not (io the Virgins pray ) 
This Roſy-Crown, with Myrtle wove and Bay; 

(Too humble Crown T'ween 3, ce Off of My. 
And while the Virgins Nail Thee with! their wbb will 
Heaping thy crowded Way with Greens and _— ; 
And in the Fondneſs of their Heart-rejoice © /: 91121 V4 
To ſooth, with Dance and Song, thy ot Hours ; ; 
Indulge the Seaſon, and with ſweet Repair — 
Embay thy Limbs, the vernal Beauties ſhnare: 

Then blaze in Arms again, renew'd/for future War. 
Fritannia's happy Iſle derives from May 

The choiceſt Bleſſings Liberty beſtows: | | © +. © 
When Royal Charles (for ever bail che Dey!) 
In —_ riumph'd oer ignoble Foes. 
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Reftor'd with him, the Arts the drooping Head 

Gayly again uprear d; the Muſes Shadln:e + 

mann in greener Tim a. 
ray d. 

And THov, the goodlieſt Bloſſom of our unt. ay 

Great Frederick s and His Auguft's,Joy, 

Thy native Month approv'd with Infant-ſmiles, 

Sweet as the ſmiling May, Imperial Boy ! 

Britannia hopes Thee for her future Lord, 

Loy d as thy Parents, only not ador di! 

3 Charles is again 2 

88 Fullers Pant cat 8 el dgl. | 

And boundleſs Bountyhead to Humankind ; j | 

His Grandfires Glory, and his Uncles Name. 

Renown'd in War! inflame his ardent Mind : | 

So Arts ſhall flouriſh 'neath His equal Sway, ws 

80 Arms the Hoſtile Nations wide af; ) 

The Laurel, Victory; Apollo, wear the Bay. N ASL 
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On Several Occaſions. | 177 
N XLII. 
Through kind Infuſion of celeſtial Pow'r, ele au 5 
The dullard-Earth Moy quick'neth with Delight: 
Full ſuddenly the Seeds of Joy ako 1 
Elaſtick Spring, and a>, | 129 
If ſenſeleſs Elements invigorate prove 21 
By genial May, and heavy Matter move, 
Shall Shepherdeſſes ceaſe, ſhall See fail to we? 
XLIV. 
Ye Shepherdeſſes, in a goodly Round, a 1 
Purpled with Health, as in the Greenwood-Shade, ; 
Incontinent ye thump the echoing Ground. . -, xt D 
And 3 defftly lead the Dance along the Glade; 7 
(O may no Show rs your Merry-makes: a 8 
Hail at the op ning, at the cloſing Day, riantnod mnt 
All hail, u. to yu own, Seaſon, Moy... 


2 | Recovgr 2 2 Placed, fixed. 


| x. Vs 3 
3 * | 4 Pretty Women. An w#M 
| Nor 


* P O E M 8) 


Nor ye abſent yourſelves, ye Shepherd-Swainsss, 
And while in joeund Ranks you beat the Plans, 
Your Flocks ſhall nibble and your Lambkins pb 
Friſking in Glee. To gn 4] 
And ever and anon her Praiſes ſing- M. ling 


The Woods ſhall echo Mey, with May the Valles tie 


a 3 May-pole deck With flow'ry Coronal; qc 
* the ed n wich Mine; 
Shepherds and Shepherdefles, hey W 

Hither from Village feet and Hamlet fair, 


From bordering Cot and diſtant Glenne repair-- 
Let Vouth indulge its Sport, to ⸗Eld bequeath its Care. 


e 
Ve wanton Dryads and light-tripping Fawns, 
Ye jolly Satyrs, full of 3 Luſtyhead, 
And ye that haunt the Hills, the Brooks, the Lavns; ; 
O'come with rural Chaplets gay diſpread : 


1 A Country Hamlet, 2 Old Age. 3 Vigour. With 
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With Heel ſo nimble wear the ſpringing Graſs, 
To ſhrilling Bagpipe, or to tinkling Bras 
Or foot it to the n Pan e apace. 
DO (RYH. . gil . 
In this ſoft wha Ca wit, 
A quivering Splendor on the 8 dy adttett)} 
And from the fruitful Froth, his faireſt Child. 
The Queen of Bliß and Beauty, Venus ſprung. 
The Dolphins gambol o'er the wat' ry Way, 3 
Carrol the Nazds, whyle the Triton's play, 13 berroh HA 
And all the 2 Siſters bleſs the i A 
Wot ot ,XLVII.., Tio : davortT 
In Honour of hex natal-Month Pa ada ee” 
Of Bliſs and Beauty, conſecrates her — 9 en 7 
Freſh as her Checks; and as her Brow eu * 
To buxom Ladies, and their Paramous. 
Love tips with golden Alchimy his Dart; 
de rapt'rous Anguith, with an honey d Smart 
W on . and Hog diſſolves on ag 


; F: . — 
2 1 


9 p OE MN 8\ 


A ſoftly-ſwelling Hill, with Myrtles crown'd, 
(Myrtles to Venus 1 Algates facred been ) 
Hight Acidale, the faireſt Spot on Ground, 

For ever fragrant and for ever green, 3 
Oferlooks the Windings of a ſhady vale; 

By Beauty form'd for amorous Regale. 

Was ever Hill ſo FIT, as ann Aeidale? 020) on} 
All down the Sides, the Sides profuſe of F low'rs, 

An hundred Rills, in ſhining Mazes, flow © 
Through moſſy Grotto's Amaranthine Bow rs, 

And form a laughing Flood in Vale belo -r 

Where oft their Limbs the Lover and nes 2 _— U 


n e 


(When Summer ſheds inſufferable Day) us In 
And ſport, and 18 and d flounce in e een of Play. Te 

| I LE”, 129 '# 05 Lei 
No Noiſe o'ercomes the Silence of the 8 * Id 
Save ſhort-breath'd Vows, the dear Exceſs of Joy; 'S Ha 
Or harmleſs Giggle of the Youths and Maids, 01 
Who yield Obeyſance to the Cyprian Boy : 


I Ever, 2 Bathe, Or 
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Or Lute, ſoft-ſighing in the paſſing Gale ; 
Or Fountain, gurgling down the ſacred Vale, 5 
Or Hymn to Beauty's Queen, or Lover's tender Tale. 

1 | WEE. ©7 © 119 ; ba# 
Here Venus revels, here maintains her Court 
In light Feſtivity and gladſome Game: 
The Young and Gay, in frolick Troops reſort, 
Withouten Cenſure and withouten Blame. 
In Pleaſure ſteep d, and dancing in Delight, 
Night ſteals upon the Day, the Day, on Night: A 
Each Knight, his Lady loves; each Lady loves her” 

5 | LI. 
Where lives the Man (i fuch a Man thre be) 
In idle Wilderneſs or Defart drear, 
To Beauty's ſacred Pow'r an Enemy ? 
Let foul Fiends 1 harrow him; III drop no Tear. 
deem that 2 Carl, by Beauty's Pow'r unmov 'd, 
Hated of Heav'n, of none but Hell approw d. 
O may he never love, O never be below d! 
1 Deſtroy. 2 A Clowt. / : 


* : Ps. * N 7 Y 
5 4 wang - 


| Hard is his Heart, unmelted by Thee, May. 
Unconſcious of Loves nectar-tickling Sting. 
And, unrelenting, cold to Beauty's Ray; 

Beauty the Mother and the Child of Spring ! 

Beauty and Wit declare the Sexes even ; 

Beauty, to Woman, Wit to Man is given; ; 

Neither the Slime Ms but each the Fire of Heav'n. 

LV. 0 

Alliance dest! ! let Non Wita 8 
As Flow'rs to Sunſhine ope the ready Breaſt: 

Wit Beauty Loves, and nothing elſe can * ia 
The 67% alone is grateful to the beft. 

Perfection has no other Parallel! 
Can Light, with Darkneſs; - Doves with Ravens awell = 
As ſoon, 1 perdie, thall Heavn Communion hold with i 


Iv Hel. 
2 e eee SE 7 (ers t 
For Gold the beautcous Fools (O Fools beſure /, 
Can win; tho! brighter Wit all never moves I 
But Folly is to Wit the certain Cure. | 


54611 1 An old Word for aſſerting any Thing. Curs d 


”n. 


ell, 


rsd 
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Curs d be the Men, (or be they young or old) 
Curs'd be the Women, who themſelves have ſold 
To the dergſted Bed for Lucre baſe of God. 


| LVII. 
Not Julia ſuch: ſhe higher Honour deem d d 
To languiſh in the Sam-Poers Arms,, 


Than, by the Potentates of Earth eſteemd, 
To give to Scepters and to Crowns her Charms, 


Not Laura ſuch : in ſweet Yauclkuſa's Vale 


She liſt ned to her Petrarch's amorous Tale, 
But did poor 1 Colin Clout o'er Reſelind prevail ? | 
| em - | 
Howe'er that be; in 2 Acidalian Shade, +0, 


Embracing Julia, Ovid melts the Day: 915 
No Dreams of Baniſhment his Loves invade; - 


Encircled-in Eternity of May. oY” Bi xnbil 


2 Theſe three celebrated Poets and Lovers were all of them unhappy in 


their Amoufs. Ovid was baniſh'd on Account of his Paſſion for Tue. 


Death deprived Petrarch of his beloved Laura very early; as he himſelf 
tells us in his Account of his own Life: Theſe are his Words. Amore ater- 


ino, ſed unico & honeſto, in Adoleſcentia laboravi, & diutius laboraſſem; nift 


Jam lepeſcentem ignem mors acerba, ſed utilis,, extinxiſſet. See his Works, 
Bafil, Fol. Tom. 1. Vet others ſay, ſhe married another Perſon ; which is 
ſcarce probable ; fince Petrarch lamented her Death for ten Years afterwards, 


appears from Sonetto 313, with a moſt uncommon Ardour of Paſlicn. 


* |  Thoma- 
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Here Petrarch with his Laura, ſoft reclinqd | 


And Colin Claut pipes to the yielding Roſalind. 
-.. a | 


Pipe on, thou ſweeteſt of the th' Arcadian- Train, 
That cer with tuneful Breath inform d the Quill: | 
Pipe on, of Lovers the moſt loving Swain! 

Of Bliſs and Melody O take thy Fill. 

Ne envy I, if dear Tanthe ſmile, | mind 
Tho' low my Numbers, and tho' rude my Stile; 
Ne quit for Acidale, fair Albion's happy Iſle. - 

Come then, anthe | milder than the Spring, 

And grateful as the roſy Mouth of May, : 
O come; the Birds the Hymn of Nature ſing, 
Inchanting-wild, from every Buſh and Spray: 
J „ 
woken of act gp v7 gong Gap raw 
Love for Roſalinda proved unſucceſsful from his pathetical Complaints, in ſe 
veral of his Poems, of her Cruelty. The Author, therefore, thought it onl 


a poetical Kind of Juſtice to reward them in this imaginary Retreat of Lovers, 
for the Misfortunes they really ſuffer d here, on Account of their Paſſion. 


© "Swe 


4 
] 
( 
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Swell the green Gems and teem along the You 


A fragrant Promiſe of the future Wine, 
The Spirits to exalt, the Genius to refine! 
Let us our Steps dire where Pather-Thames a 420 


in filver Windings draws his humid Train, 


And pours, where'er he rolls his Nayal-ſtream, n ales 
Pomp on the City, Plenty o'er the Plain. 
Or by the Banks of is ſhall we ſtray, 
(Ah why ſo long from Js Banks away !). © | 
Where thouſand Damſels dance, and thouſand Shepherds 
play. lit; I 7 al mot bad 
Or chuſe you rather Theror's calm Retreat, | 
Emboſom'd, Surry, in thy verdant Vale, | 
At once the Mies and the Graces Seat! 
There gently liſten to my faithful Tale. 
Along the dew-bright Parterres let us rove, 
Or taſte the Odours of the Mazy-Grove: 
Hark how the Turtles coo : I languiſh too with Love, 


AG a 


1 


Amid the Pleaſaunce of Arcadian Scenes, . 
Love ſteals his filent Arrows on my Breaft; , 
Nor Falls of Water, nor enamel'd Greens, 
Can ſooth my Anguith, or invite to Reft, } 21 3 F 
You, dear Ianthe, you alone impart t eo 
Balm to my Wounds, dS vv: NN 
The Apple of my Eye, the Life-blood of my Heart. C 
| : $ | 5 . LXIV. 3 ; : dy N 
With Line of Silk, with Hook of barbed Steel, | 0 
Beneath this Oaken Umbrage let us lay, . 
And from the Water's Cryſtal-boſom ſteal [En 
Upon the grafly Bank the finny Prey : ” u. 
The Perch, with Parpls ſpeckled manifold; : 1 
The Eel, in filver Labyrinth ſel-rolld, | 
And Ou. all-burniſh's oer with a of 00 Gold. 
Or ſhall the Meads invite, . Iris-h 
And Nature's Pencil gay-diverfify'd, 
(For now the Sun has lick d away the Dew) 60 
Fair-fluſhing and bedeck d like Virgin- bride? 


Thither 


* 1 
32 


ler; 
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Thither, (for they invite us) we'll repair, 
Collect and weave (whate' er is ſweet and fair) 
A Poſy for thy Breaſt, a Garland for thy Hair. 

3 
Fair is the Lilly, clad in balmy Snow; 


Sweet is the Roſe, of Spring the ſmiling Eye; 
Nipt by the Winds, their Heads the Lillies bow ; 


Cropt by the Hand, the Roſes fade and dye. 
Tho' now in Pride of Youth and Beauty dreſt, 
O think, Ianthe, cruel Time lays waſte 


LXVII. 


ie preſent Freſhneſs of thy ſpringing Prime: 
tow thy e 
00 precious for the wither'd Arms of Time. 


Janthe | now, now love thy Spring away; 


re cold Ofober-blaſts deſpoil the Bloom of May. 


A a 2 
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The Roſes of the Cheek, the Lillies of the Breaſt. 


Weep not; but, "rather taught by this, improve 


Now 


188 amo: E M 8 


IXVII. 
Now up che Chalky Mazes of yon Hill, 
With grateful Diligence, we wind our Way; 
What op'ning Scenes our raviſh'd Senſes fill, 
And, wide, their rural Luxury diſplay ! 
Woods, Dales, and TRY and Herd, and Cots and 

Spires, | 
Villa's of learned Clerks, and gentle hike; 
The Villa of a Friend the Eye-ſight never tires. 

— LXIR. 

If er'e to Thee and Venus, May, I ſtrung 
The gladſome Lyre, when 1 Livelood ſwell'd my Veins 
And Edens Nymphs and Is Damſels ſung * 
In tender 2 Elegy, and 3 Paſtoral-ſtrains ; 
| Colle and ſhed thyſelf on Theron's Boer 5 
O green his Gardens, O perfume his Flow rs, 
O bleſs his eee and Ne his e 


| 


3 
3 


1 1 


2 STELLA; five AMoxes: Elegiarum Tres Libri. Written in ti 
Year 1736. 


3 Six Paſtorals: written in the Year 1734. 


Id 


Ns, 


NZ 


Long, Theron, with thy Annabell enjoy 
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The Walks of Nature, till to Virtue kind, 

For ſacred ſolitude can never cloy ; : 

The Wiſdom of an uncorrupted Mind ! 

O very long may Hymer's golden Chain 

To Earth confine you and the Rural-reign ; | 

Then ſoar, at length, to Heaven! nor pray, O Muſe, in 
"414 6 AT + [ vain, 

Wherer'e the Muſes haunt, or Poets mule, | 

In ſolitary Silence ſweetly tir'd, 

Unlooſe thy Boſom, May ! thy Stores eff, 

Thy vernal Stores, by Poets moft deſir d, 

Of living Fountain, of the Wood-bind-ſhade, | 

Of Philomela, warbling from the Glade. 6 

Thy Bounty, in his Tn ſhall certes be . | 

On Twit — Is (Ane, Twit nam · Bo 0 | 

Thy ſofteſt Plenitude of Beauties ſhed, be; 

Thick as the Winter-Stars, or Summer-Flow rs; 


Abe the tuneful Mafer (ah!) be dead. 
1 Altho', 


ae EE —— — 
—— — 
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To Colin next He taught my Youth to ſing, 

My Reed to warble, to reſound my String: 

The King of Shepherd's He, of Poets He the King. 
 EXXIIL 

Hail, 8 Scenes, where Joy wou d chuſe to dwell; 

Hail, golden Days, which Saturn deems his own; 

Hail Muſick, which the Muſes 2 ſcant excell; 

Hail Flowrets, not unworthy Yenus-crown. | 


4 

71 
1. 
1 
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= þ 
Ye Linnets, Larks, ye Thruſhes, Nightingales ; | 4 
| Je Hills, ye Plains, ye Groves, ye Streams, ye Gales, 
| Ye ever-happy Scenes] all you, * Poet hals. 7 
i LXXIV. Leet ce . 
All-hail to thee, O May ! the Crown of ll! Re 
The Recompence and Glory of my Song : "7 "7 10 
Ne ſmall the Recompence, ne Glory ſmall, 
If gentle Ladies; and the Tuneful- Throng. os 
With Lovers-Myrtle, and with Poct's-Bay 4 
Fairly 2 bedight, approve the ſimple Lay, N 4 


And think on Thonalis wheneer they hail Thee, Moy! ls... 
12 e 2 Adem d. 


THE 
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THE 
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To a FRAIEZ N NE 


4 1 
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2 I. 
T Strung my y Lyre, when Love appear 
Demanding a light-wanton Lay: , : 
CuRisT! I began --- the Trifler heard, 
And ſhook his Wings, and paſed away. 
| U. 
The * 1 to my Hand 3 
Refuſe to charm: in vain I ſue, | —_ 7 5 
The Strings are mute to my Demand - —— — 
broke the old, and form d a neu. 
II. 
Cunt ! I began: the ſacred Lyre 
Reſponſive fvell'd with Notes divine, 
And warm'd Me with Seraphic- fire: 
Sweet Je ft, I am only Thine! - | 


1 He lent me a MS. Diſcourſe on theſe Words * Ol Things are poſed 
away and lo! all Things are become New. * 
| O Wake 


r 
O wake to Life this ſpringing Grace, 
And water with thy heavenly Dew : 
Diſplay the Glories of thy Face, 
My * and my Heart renew! 
8 
Dire my Scul, dire@t my Hand: — ; | 
O bleſſed Change! Thy Pow'r I feel : 5; | s 4 
My Numbers flow at thy Command, 7h 
My Strings with holy Raptures ſwell. 
And, You, whoſe pious Pains unfold 
Thoſe Truths, receive this Tribute due; 0M ny ” 


You once endur'd my Maſe of Old, | 0 
Nor ſcorn the Pirate of the Res. ws M2 
28 MR. 39 
End of * Tome. the Firſt. hd BW 
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Wis Comfort Him, when He lieth Sick upon his | 
Bed; make Troy all his Bed in his Sickneſs. 835 5 | 
eee ER GUI Rs | Phlatins, | | 
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Unconſcious of the healing Balms of . 
That burn in reſtleſs Agonies away; 


Of Days with! Pain acquainted, and of Nights 


Of S1CKNEss, and its Family . FEN 


The felleſt Enemies of Life, I ſing. 
Horizon d cloſe in Darkneſs. While We 
The Ebon-inſtrument, uf ſolemn Toene, 
Pluckt from the Cypreſs 


Which, deepning, fade the Houſe of Mourning, Groans 


Reſponſive wound the Ear. The ſprightly Pow'rs-. | 


Of Muſical Inchantment wave their Wingy, 
And ſeek the fragrant Groves and purple Fields, 


Of blooming Health and laughter-dimpled: Joy. 


l 


Me 


xm TE 


Me other Scenes than laughing Joy, and Health 
High-blooming, purple-living Fields and Groves, 
Fragrant with Spring, invite. Too long the Muſe, 
Ah! much too long, a Libertine, diffus d 

On Pleaſure's roſy Lap, has, idly, breath'd 
Love-ſighing Elegies, and Paſtoral-ſtrains, 
The ſoft Seducers of our youthful Hours, | | . 
Soothing away the Vigour of the Minde. 
And Energy of Virtue. But, farewell. 

| Ye Myrtle Walks, ye lilly-mantled Meads  ' - + 

Of Paphos, and the Fount of Acidale, A 
Where, oft, in Summer, Grecian Fables tell. 
The Daughters of Eurynome and Jove, 

 Thaha and her Siſter-Graces cool 120 
Their glowing Features, at the noontide R | 
Farewel | ! But come, Urama, from thy Bow'rs 
Of everlaſting Day; O condeſcend- [x 
To lead thy Votary (with rapt rous Zeal - 
Adoring Nature's God, the great THREE-ONEI) 
To Salem; where the Shepherd-Monarch wak'd d 
The ſacred Breath of Melody, and ſwellde 


| 
I 
A 
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His Harp, to Angel's kindred Notes attun'd, | 
With Muſic worthy-Heaven ! O bath my Breaſt, - 
With Praiſes burning, in the Morning-Dews, 
Which OOTY . on 2 880 Hill. 


The Prophets en celeſtial Maid; 
Thoſe Poets of the Sky! were taught to chaunt 


The Glories of Meffiat's Reign by thee: 

Kindled by thee, the Eaſtern-pages flame © © 

With Light ning, and with Thunder ſhake the Soul; 

While, from the Whirlwind, God's all-glorious Voice 

Burſts on the tingling Ears of Jeb : the Writ 

Of Moſes, meek in Spirit, but his Thoughts 

Lofty as Heav'n's blue Arch. My humble * 

Aſpire but to the Alpha of his Song; 

Where, roll'd in Aſhes, digging for a Grave, 

More earneſt than the Covetous for Gold 8 2 

Or hidden Treaſures, cruſted o'er with Boils, ' bars 

And roaring in the Bitterneſs of Soul, 

And Heart-ſick Pain, the Man of Uz complains. + 

Themes correſpondent td thy Servant's Theme. 
Sia | 1 fing 
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I ſing to you, ye Sons of Men ! of Duſt, 
Say rather: What is Man, who proudly lifts. 


His Brow. audacious, as confronting Heav'n, 


And tramples, with Diſdain, his Mother-Earth, ' - | 


But moulded Clay? an animated Heap 


Of Bus, pt HR Tn T xt 


l drain of tink, when we alk of Lie Mt 


Of Pelops Shoulder, of Pythagoras' Thigh, 
Of Suriuss Saints, and Ovid's Gods; 


eb che ene Childa/itlves Ret; FI al 


And, when the Tale i 18 told, they ſink to ſleep, 2741114 


Death's Image! ſo inane is mortal-Man! 


Man's but a Vapour, toſs d by every Wind, 
The Child of Smoak, which in a Moment flies, 


Man's a briſk Bubble, floating on the Wass 


Of wide Eternity : He dances now 


Gay-gilded by the Sun (ho empty, provd;) 
Phantaſtically fine! and now he drops = 


In a broad Sheet of Waters deep involy'd | 


4 „ 


And 


it 


nd 
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And gives His Place to Others. O, ye Sons 
Of Vanity, remember, and be wiſe! © 


201 


Man is a Flow'r, which, in the Morning, fair 
As Day- Spring, ſwelling from its ſlender Stem, lame 


In Virgin-modeſty, and ſweet Reſerve, | 
Lays out its bluſhing Beauties to the Day, 


As Gideor's Fleece, full with the Dews of Heav'n. » 


But if ſome ruder Gale, or nipping Wind, 
Diſatrous, blow too hard, It, weeping; 


In Robes of Darkneſs; it reclines its Head 419500 


In languid Softneſs; withers every Grace; 


k falls into the Portion of thoſe Weeds 


* with a careleſs Hand, we'caſt away l ; 
Ye th 3 F * 'moralize oy e HL 


Thy Pulle beats Matic ; thow art bt en in Health; 
he rather tremble. When the leaſt we fear; 


th their ſoft Affluence of bewitching Joys; 
1 8 


ind Wine and Lutes and Odours fill the Senſe 


When 


. . { 1 * 
2 0 2 7 | ; A | 4 "> 
SS WES ns. a wat * 2 4 % 2 „ . , W 
"S 


When Years of Rapture in thy Fancy glow - | 

To entertain thy Youths a ſudden. Burſt .. 

of Thunder from the ſmalleſt Cloud of Fate, 435 

Small as the Prophet's Hand, deſtroys, wy ay 
And lays thy viſionary Hopes in Duſt. oboe ni fa) 

By my Example taught, Examples teach = © 

Much more than — bao know ty . End. Ir 


fn Pro and mos 


1 * 7 . 


The men was: - Palewine af 10 1 mne 
Afreſh begin to bleed; and Sighs to warm 
The chilly Rigour of relenting Skies 13 $57 
Sacred the Day to Innocence and Mirt. 
The Feſtival of Youth! in ſeeming Health . 

(As Cuſtom bids) I hail'd the Year's fair Morn, 
And with its earlieſt Purple braid my Brows, 
The Violet, or Primroſe, breathing Sweets 
Ney to the Senſe. Lantbe by my Side E 
More lovely than the Seaſon! 'rais'd her ve. 5 Qui 
Obſervant of His Rites, in feſtal Lays, [Of s 
And thus addreſt the Patron of the Spring. Ilkhe 


; $— 
>} 
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Hail, Valentine ! at thy Approach benign, 
Profuſe of Gems, the Boſom of the Earth _ 5 
Her fragrant Stores unfolds: the Fields rejoice, | 
And, in the Infancy: of Plenty, ſmile: 

The Vallies laugh and ſing: the Woods, alive, 

Sprout into floating Verdure, to embow'r 
Thoſe * happy 3 58 record 455 Praiſe. 


Hail, Valentine] at thy 8 ww Jauk 
Inhaling genial Raptures from the Sun, 1, Id 
The plumy Nations ſwell the Song of Jo, 
Thy ſoaring Choiriſters ! The Lark, the Thruſnu, 
And all th' aerial People, from the Wren 1 BIN 
And Linnet to the Eagle, feel the Stings 


Of amorous Delight, and ſing thy Praiſe. 


Hail, Valentine] at thy Approach benign, [1 
Quick o'er the ſoftning Soul the gentle Gales 
Of Spring, awaking Bliſs, inſtinctive, move, 
The ardent Youth to breath the fighs of Faith | 
Into 1225 en s Heart; Who, ſick of Love, 
| Cca © mb 
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With equal Fires, and Purity of Truth, 
Conſenting, bluſhes while ſhe chaunts thy Praiſe.” 


So ſung anthe : to my Heart I preſt 

Her ſpotleſs Sweetneſs: when, (with wonder, hear |) 

Tho' She ſhone ſmiling by, the torpid Pow'rs: 

Of Heavineſs weigh'd down my beamleſs Eyes, 

And preſs'd them into Night. The Dews of Death 

Hung, clammy, on my Forehead, like the Damps 

Of midnight Sepulchres ; which, ſilent, op'd 

By weeping Widows, or by Friendſhip's Hand, 

Yawn hideous on the Moon, and blaſt the Stars 

With peſtilential Reek. My Head is torn 

With Pangs inſufferable, pulſive Starts, 

And pungent Aches, griding thro' the Brain, 

To Madneſs hurrying the tormented Senſe, 

And hate of Being. Poor Janthe wept 

In. Bitterneſs, and took me by the Hand 

Compaſſionately kind: = Alas ſhe cryd, 

What ſudden Change is this? (Again ſhe wept.) 
Say, can Tanthe prove the Source of Pain 


To 


0 
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To Thamalin? forbid it, gracious Heav'n 1”. - 
No, beauteous Innocence! As ſoon the Roſe 


Shall poiſon with its Balm; 28 ſoon the Dove T 


Become a white Diſſembler, and the Stream 
With lulling Murmurs, creeping thro' the Grove, 
Offend the Shepherd's Slumber --- Scarce my Tongue 
Theſe fault'ring Accents n d, down I fink, 

And a lethargick Stupor ſteeps my Senſe 

In dull Oblivion: till returning Pain, 

Too faithful Monitor! and dire Diſeaſe 

Bid me remember, Pleaſure is a Dream, 

That Health has Eagle's Wings, nor tarries lng. 


New Horrors riſe. For in my pricking Veins 
| feel the forky Flame: the rapid Flood 
Of throbbing Life, excurſive from the Laws 
Of ſober Nature, and harmonious Health, 

Boils in tumultuary Eddies round | 
Its burſting Channels. Parching Thirſt, anon, 
Drinks up the vital Maze, as Sinuis dry, | 
Or Zanthus, by the Arm-ignipatent, 

ap With 
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With a red Torrent of involving Flames 


| Exhauſted; when Achilles with their Floods 


Wag d more than mortal War: the God of Fire 
Wide o'er the Waters pour'd th inundant Blaze, | 
The ſhiinkirg Waters to the bottbm boil” - 
And hiſs in Ruin. O! ye Rivers, roll 
Your JEN Cryſtal o'er my burning Breaſt, 
For Etna rages here! Ye Snows, deſcend; 
Bind me in icy Chains, ye northern Winds, 

And mitigate the Furies of the Fire:? 


Good Heav'n! what Hoards of unrepented Guilt 
Have drawn this Veſigeance down, have rais'd this Fiend 
To laſh me with his Flames? But, O, forgive 
My Raſhneſs, that dares blame Thy juſt Decrees. 

It is Thy Rod: I kiſs it with my Heart, 
As well as Lips: like Aaron's may it bloom 
With Fruits of Goodneſs : not, like Moſes turn 
| A Serpent; or, to temp! me to accuſe 
The kind Oppreſſion of thy righteous Hand, 
Or, fling me to deſpair. -—- Aﬀfliftion, hail! 
* | Thou 


„„ - "= as 
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Thou School of Virtue open wide thy Gates, 


Thy Gates of Ebony | Vet, O, correct 


Thy Servant, not with Judgment, not in Wrath, 


But with thy Mercy, Lord | thy Stripes will heal, 
Thus without Hereſy, Afflictions prove 
A Purgatory ; fave us as by Fire: | ACP ng] 
And purifying off the Droſs of sin, 
Like old Ekjah's Chariot, rap the Soul, 
On Wings of Meditation, to the Skies. , 1 | 
In Health we have no Time to viſit Truth : feels; 
Health's the Diſeaſe of Morals: few in Health n 
Turn oer the Volumes which will make us Wiſe. 
What are ye, now, ye tuneful Triflers1 once 
The eager Solace of my eaſy Hours, 1 10 
Ve dear Deluders or of Greece or Rome, 5 4 
Anacreon, Horace, Virgil, Homer, what?: 
The gay, the bright, the ſober, the ſublime? 
And ye of ſofter Strain, 'ye amorous Fools, 
Correctly indolent, and ſweetly Vain, 
Tibullus, Ovid; and the Female-verſe 


ys 00 B M 8 


Of Her, * plunging from Leucadia 8 ee, 
| Extinguiſh'd, with her Life, her hopeleſs + vai 
Or roſe a Swan, as love-ſtruck Fancy deem d. 
Who wou'd not, in theſe Hours of Wiſdom, give 
A Vatican of Wits for one Saint Paul? 
Dare Tully with the golden Mouth of Greete, 
With Chry/ſo/fom in Rhet'rick-thunder join, 
Advent'rous, now? as ſoon the feeble Sound, 
Salmoneus, of thy brazen Bridge contends. 
With Jove's æthereal Peal, and burſting Roar 
Fulminous, rending Earth, o'erturning Air, 
And ſhaking Heav'n. Or ſhall the pointed Pen 
Of 1 Corduba, with hoſtile Labour bend 
Its Sentences obſcure againſt the Force | 
Of Hieron!s noble Fire? as ſoon the Moon, 
With blunted Horn, dares pour her pallid Beam 


Againſt the boundleſs Majeſty of Day, = 6 
The Sun's refulgent Throne; when, high, in Noon ( 
| He kindles up the Earth to Light and Jop. 


_ beſt Inſtructor, Sickneſs, ſhuts the Eye 


: Cenech was born at Corduba in Spain. ag: 
From 
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From Vanity; ſhe draws the Curtains round 
The Couch, nor gives Admittance to * World: 


But to Har porrutes conſigns the Door, 
Ang, e 8 e _ 


+ 
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ite ein wh hl Ma net 
Depend on Virtue. Virtue is a Rock 1214 U bu 
Which ſtands for ever; kae i tle Flood.” 


And rears its awful brow, direct, to Heaven. 


Tho' Virtue fave not from the Grave, ſhe gives 
Her Votaries to the Stars; ſhe plucks the Sting 


From the grim King of Terrors; ſmooths the 2 


Of Anguiſh, and bids Death, tho dreadful, rag 7 
Death ſmiles on Virtue: And his 1 5 
2 cumely ſeems. A Chriftian ſcorns the Bounds | 

Where limited Creation ſaid to Time, e A 
« Here Thave End,” Rapt' rous, he looks beyond | 


Or Time or Space; he Triumphs o'er decay; 
neee — 


. - The End of the Fir ſe ET 
00 bo! Ds NOTES 
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Pag. 197. ve KT _ the Cypreſs, &c 


Thus Horace ogg a0 Gigy d 1 11 
Barbiton hic . babebit. Lib. ill. Gade 26. 


a. Et 
* 44 


And, a greater than Horace in Lyric - Poetry, the ROpil 


Plalmiſt repreſents the ſame Image: 3 
As for our n 10 gy wow up, upon the Trees that are 
therein. FOR +. 5 W ga Halm cxxxvii. 2 


Pag. 198. Paphos, a Ci of 22 5 f e to 
enus. 


Acidale, a ent in Orchomen⸗ ms, a Git of Beotid, Where 
the Graces were ſuppoſed to bathe them, ves. The. Ge eo 
logy of the Graces is very diverſly related. But Heflod ays, 


they were the Offspring of Jupiter and Eurynome. . 
Pag. 199. Burſt on the tingling Ears of Job, & c. 
The Book of is aſcrib'd to various Authors, Ja op as 

ge the reſt 18 1 7 'T am prone to obferve.thar' Dr. 
oung has ſtrengthened, this ip opiejoe it in his Notes to his admi- 
O Argt 


fable Poem on Fob. Moſt uments on each Side of 
the Queſtion may be found in Fole's nopſis Critic. in the Be. 
ginning of his Notes on the Book of Fob; and in 1 K. Weſ 


lay's curious Differtation on the ſame Subject. 14 
Pag. 200. We dream of Shadows, when we talk of Life brit 
| aua af ofen. Pind. Pith. Ode 8. 


Sophocles has much the ſame Thought in his Ajax; and, to 
egi th oe - ts ba 48 it into the Mouth of e 


in "7 W. 1a. 1 1. 


On 
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| PS There" IO OUR 
E cont mig Ct, a ange Guan, 


The Scholiaſt 2 that he borrowed the atlas from 


Pindar, . 
Pag. 200. We 4 &c. — Pelops Shoulder _ 


The Poets feign that Tantalus ſerved up his Son Pelops to 


the Table of the Gods: They re-united the Fragments, and 
11. 7. his Shoulder, which was loſt, of Ivory. Ovid. . 
Lib. vi 


— Humeroque Pelops infignis ehurno., Verg. Georg. ti Ai. 
1 ſhall add this beauriful Pallage * Tibullus: 


1 —== Carmint ni fint, | 
Ex humero Pelopis now ae. char. Lib. 1. rip + 


8 Of Pythagoras Thigh. | ; | 
This is told with ſo much Humour by Mr. Aut in one 


of his fineſt Works, that I rather chuſe to give an Authority 


from him, than any of the Ancients. The next Man aſto- 
niſhed the whole Table with his Appearance: He was ſlow, 
—_ and ſilent, in his Behaviour, and wore a raiment cu- 
tiouſly wrought with Hieroglyphicks. As he came into the 
middle of the Room, he threw back the Skirt of it, and diſ- 
cover d a golden Thigh. Socrates at the Sight of it declared 


| againſt. keopl ng Company with any who were not made of 
lood; an 


Fleſh and therefore deſired Diogenes the Laertian 
to lead him to the Apartment allotted rhe fabulous Heroes, 
and Worden of nen Exiſtence, 8c.” 

| The Table of Fame, Turler vol. II, No 81. 


Pag. 200. 07 Surius's Saints. 
Surius writ the voluminous Legend of cha Romiſb Salats, in 


ix Volumes in Folio. Dr. Donne 3 in his Satyrs has given him 
* SHEN it 4 1 


—— — ——_— — — ee oa - — 0 mn HED ee 
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— —— cdutlie either 


Fovius, or Suriu, or both together. | Sat. 4. | 5 


Pag. 202. Ianthe by-my fide. 


Sickneſs being a Subject ſo diſagreeable, in itſelf, to hu- 
man Nature, it was thought neceſſary, as Fable is the Soul 
of Poetry, to relieve the Imagination with the following, and 
ſome other Epiſodes. For to deſcribe' the Anguiſh of a diſ- 
temper without a' mixture' of ſome more' pleaſing incidents, 
would, no doubt, "diſguſt every good-natur'd and tender 


Reader. : 


Pag. 208. Salmoneus, I thy brazen Bridge, e. 


Salmoneus King of Elis, a province in the Peloponneſus, He 
was ſo arrogant as to affect being thought a God: for which 
End he built a Bridge of Braſs, by driving over which in his 
Chariot, he endeavour'd to make himſelf be believ'd the 
Thunderer. But Jupiter, enrag'd at his Impiety, ſtruck him 
dead with a real Thunderbolt. DE 1 
Vidi crudeles dantem Salmonea panas, 
Dum flammas Jovis & ſonitus imitatur Olympi—- 
Demens qui nimbos, & non imitabile al ĩ˙ TXT: 
Ere & Cornipedum curſu imitarat equoru s. 
; 7 2 2 | 9 1 hs Virg. En. Lib. 4. 25 
Par. 209. And to Harpocrates conſigns the Door. 3 
Hurpocrates, the God of Silence amongſt the Fgyprians. 
Si quicquam tacite commiſſum eſt ſido ab amico, 
Me unum eſſe inve nies illorum jure ſacratum, 


Corneli, & facdtum eſſe puta Harpocratem. 
Catull. 


Hence Eraſinus, Lib. Adag. tells us, that reddere Harpocratem 
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is the ſame as mutum reddere. So Catullus in another Place: 


Patruum reddidit Harpocratem. TR 
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Ovid deſcribes him in the ſame Manner, without taking No- 
tice of his Name, amongſt the Attendants of Iſis: 


| Quique premit vocem, digitoque ſilentia ſuader. 
| Metam, Lib. ix. 


This Deſcription intirely agrees with the ſeveral Medals 
and Statues of Harpocrates, which the learned Antiquary Gisb. 
Cuperus exhibits in his laborious Diſſertation on that Subject, 
printed with Monumenta Antiqua. 

But upon another Account likewiſe, Harpocrates may juſtly 
be appointed to attend upon the Sick; for he is numbered a- 
mongſt the ſalutary Gods, who aſſiſted in extream Dangers: 
as appears from Artemidorus, Oneir. L. ii. C. 44. where, after 
having mentioned Serapis, Iſis, Anubis, and Harpocrates, he goes 
on thus; Semper enim ſervatores crediti ſunt hi dii, eorum qui per 
omnia exercitati ſunt, & ad extremum periculum pervenerunt, &c. 
Kircher alſo, in his Oedip. Egyp. p.2. vol. II. p. 315. amongſt 
others to the ſame purpoſe, has theſe remarkable Words: 


Reyerebantur Egypti, preter cetera numina maxim? Iſin & O- 
riſin, ac Forum five Harpocratem, ranquam Iatricos Genios. 
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Argument of ; the Second Book. 


Dee, Arvocatim of, the Genius of 

” Spenſer. Apoftrophe to. the Dutcheſs of 
A The Palace of Diſeaſe. War. In 
_ 7 —_—_— Fever Ah 


[ 217 J 
THE 


PAL ACE or DIS EASE, 


. 


EAr RH was not Man's Inheritance, but Life 
Immortal, but a Paradiſe of Bliſs, 
Unfading Beauty, and eternal Spring, 
(The cloudeſs Blaze of Innocence's Reign :) | \ 
The Gifts of Gop's Right-Hand ! till monſtrous * 2 
The motly Child of Satan and of Hell, 
Invited dire Diſeaſe into the World, 


And her diſtorted Brood of ugly Shapes, 


Echidnd's Brood] and fix d their curs d Abode 
on Earth, inviſible to human Sight, 
The Portion and the Scourge of mortal Man. 
vet tho to human Sight inviſible, 5 


If She, whom I implore, Urania deign, 
SE. With 
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With Euphraſy to purge away the Miſts V 
Which, humid, dim the Mirror of the Mind, 1 
(As Venus gave Ancas to behold 1 
The angry Gods with Flame Gerwhelming Th, 4 
Neptune and Pallas, ) not in vain, I'll fing A 
The myſtick Terrors of this gloomy Reign: 5 I 


And, led by her, with dangerous Courage pres 5 
Through dreary Paths, and Haunts, by mortal Foot WW (E 
Rare viſited; unleſs by Trzz, 1 a RI Ci 


Father of Fancy, of deſcriptive Verſe, 

And ſhadowy Beings, gentle Edmund, hight 
Spenſer ! the Sweeteſt of the tuneful Throng, 
Or recent, or of eld. Creative Bard, | 

Thy Springs unlock, expand thy fairy Scenes, 
Thy unexhauſted Stores of Fancy :fpread, | 


And with thy hogs inrich wy Song. 
| Come 2 3 Sie Muſe, awhile a 
|. (The ſofter Virtues melting in thy Breaſt, a 
The tender Graces glowing in thy Form); i 


x Old. 2 The preſent Dutcheſs of Somer et 
| . 35 Vouch- 


| 
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Vouchſafe, in all the Beauty of Diſtreſs, | 

To take a ſilent Walk among the Tombs : 

There /end a Charm to Sorrow, ſmooth her Brow, 
And ſparkle through her Tears, in ſhining Woe. 


As when the Dove, (Thy Emblem, matchleſs Dame ! 


For Beauty, Innocence; and Truth are Thine ) 
Spread all its Colours oer the boundleſs. Deep, 
(Empyreal Radiance quivering. round the Gloom) 


Ca os ferm d. and bade Diſtraction ſmile ! 


Deep in a Deſert-yale, a Palace frowns 
Sublimely mournful: to the Eye it ſeems 
The Manſion of Deſpair, or ancient Night. 
The Graces: of the Seaſon's never knew 
To ſhed their Bounty here, or ſmiling, bleſs, _ 
With hoſpitable Foot, its bleak Domain, 
Uncultivated. Nor the various Robe EP... 
Of fluſhing Spring, with Purple gay, inveſts. | 
ls blighted. Plains; nor Summer's radiant Hand 


1 The Platoniſts ſuppoſe that Love, or the cele/tia{ Vemus (of whom the 


Dove is likewiſe an Emb/em) created the World out of Cuaos. 


Ee 2 Pro- 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Profuſive, ſcatters o'er its baleful Fields 
| The rich Abundance of her glorious Days; 
And golden Autumn here forgets to reign. 


Here only Hemlock, and whatever Weeds 
Medea gather'd, or Canidia brew'd, 
Wet with Avernus Waves, or Pontus yields, 
Or Colehos, or Theſſalia, taint the Winds, 
And choak the ground unhallow'd. But the Seil 
| Refuſes to embrace the kindly Seeds 
Of healing Vegetation, Sage, and Rue, 
Dittary, and Amelb, blooming ftill | 
In Yirgil's rural Page. The bitter =—_ NE 5 
The Church-yard's Shade! and Cypreſs' wither'd Arm 
In formidable Ranks ſurround its Courts 
With Umbrage dun; adminiſtring a Roof 
To Birds of ominous portent; the Bat, I 
The Raven boding Death, the ſcreaming Owl 
Of heavy Wing, while Serpents, ruſtling, bis, 
And RP Toads the odious Concert ad. 


z I A 


The 


ms 
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The peeviſh Eaſt, the rheumy South, the North 
Pregnant with Storms, are all the Winds that blow: 
| While, diſtant far, the pure Eteſian-Gales, 


And Weſtern-breezes fan the ſpicy Beds 
Of Araby the Ble, or ſhake their * K 
Oer fair Britania's Plains, and wake ber Flo-W Ts. 
Eternal Damps, and deadly Humours, drawn 
In pois nous Exhalations from the Deep, 
Conglomerated into ſolid Night, 

And Darkneſs, almoſt to be felt, forbid 

The Sun, with chearful Beams, to purge the Air, 
But roll their ſuffocating Horrors round 300 
Inceſſant, baniſhing the blooming Train 

Of Health, and Joy, for ever, from the Dome. 


In fad Magnioents the "<A rears) 4-2 | 
Its mouldering Columns; from thy Quarries, Nik, Yi 
Of ſable Marble, and Egyptian Mines 
Emboweld. Nor Corinthian Pillars, gay 
With foliag d Capitals and figur d Frize, 
Nor feminine Ionique, nor, tho' grave, 


— . — 
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The fluted Dorigue, and the Tuſcan, plain, 
In juft Proportions Riſe :: but Gothre, n | 


| Irreconcil'd in ruinous Defign.: 150 
Save in the Center, in Relievo high, 
And ſwelling emblematically bold, by ha 
In Gold the Apple roſe i, « whoſe mortal Tal:. 
« Brought Death into: the Muri, and all our Noe. 
Malignantly delighted, dire Diſeaſe e 2 
Surveys the glittering Peſt, and grimly ſmiles 
With helliſh Glee. Beneath, turters her Throne, 
Of jarring Elements; Earth, Water, Fire; 

Where hot, and cold; and moiſt; and dry maintain 

Unnatural War. Shapeleſs her frightful Form, 

(A Chaos of diſtemper d Limbs in one) 

Huge as Megera, cruel as the Grave, c 

Her Eyes, two Comets; and her Breath, a Storm. 
High in her wither' d Arms, ſhe weilds her Rad. 
With Adders curl'd, and dropping Gore; and points 
To the dead Walls, beſinear d with curſed Tales 
Of Plagues red - ſpotted, of blue Peſſilenre 
3 in Darkneſs; Havock at their Heels; 

I Milton's Paradiſe Loſt, Book ift. Lean 
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Lean Famine, gnawing in Deſfüght her Arm: 
Whatever Egypt, Athenis, or Mine, 
Conſtantinople, mmm, Marſeils, 

Or Cairo felt, or Spugnalef cou'd paint. 

A ſickly Taper, glimmering fecble Rays 20 
Acroſs the Gloom, makes Horror vifible, | 
And puniſhes, while it informs, the Eye. 
A thouſand and ten thouſand monſtrous Shapes 
Compoſe the Group; the exccrable Cre, 
Which in Viſion ftrange, diſclos'd 
To Alam, in the Lazar-bouſe of une; 

A Colony from Hell. The knotted Gout, - 
The bloated Dropſy, and the racking Stone 
Rolling her Eyes in Anguiſh; Lepra foul, 
Strangling Angina; Ephialtick ſtarts; 
Unnerv'd Paralyſis; with moiſt Catarrhs; 
Pleuritis bending o'er its Side, in Pain; 
Vertigo; erderaus Apoplexy, proud 

With the late Spoils of Clay/on's honour'd Life: 
Clayton, the good, the courteous, the humane; 
Tenacious of his Purpoſe, and his Word 


F 
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Firm as the fabled Throne of Grecian Fore, it 
Be juſt, O Memory! again recall | 

| Thoſe Looks illumin'd by his honeſt Heart, 
That open Freedom, and that chearful eaſe, 
The bounteous Emanations of his Soul : 
His Brits %% Honour; Chriſtian Charity; 
And mild e for Human-kind. 


From every er , Lamentations loud, 
And Sighs reſound, and rueful Peals of Groans 
Roll echoing round the vaulted Dens, and Sereams 
Dolorous, wreſted from the Heart of Pain, 


And brain-fick Agony. Around her Throne | 
Six favourite Furies, next Herſelf accurſt, 
Their diſmal Manfions keep; in Order each, . 
As moſt deſtructive. In the foremoſt Rank, 
Of poliſh'd Steel, with Armour blood -diſtain d, 
| Helmets and Spears, and Shields, and Coats of Mail, | ' 
With Iron Riff; or Tin, or Braſs, or Gold, At 
Swells a triumphal Arch; beneath grim War 0 


Shakes her red Arm: for Var is a Diſeaſe, - 
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The felleſt of the fell! Why will Mankind, 

Why will they, when ſo many Plagues involve 
This habitable Globe, (the curſe of Sin,) 

Invent new Deſolations to cut off 

The Chriſtian Race ? At leaſt in Chriſtian Climes 
Let Olives ſhade your Mountains, and let Peace 
Stream her white Banner o'er us, bleſt from War, 
And Laurels only deck your Poet's Brows. | 

Or, if the fiery Metal in your Blood, 

And thirſt of Human-Life your Boſom ſting, 
Too ſavage ! let the Fury looſe of War, 
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And bid the Battle rage againſt the Breaſts +, 


Of Haan Infidels: redeem the Tow'rs 
Where DaviD ſung, the Son of Davip bled; 


And warm new Taſſos with the Epic flame. 


Right oppoſite to War a gorgeous Throne 

With Jewels flamin g, and emboſs'd with Gold, 

And various Sculpture, ſtrike the wond'ring Eye 

With jovial Scenes (amid Deſtruction gay,) | 

Of lafiruments of Mirth, the Harp, the Lute, 
Ff 
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Of coſtly Viands, of delicious Wines, 

And flow 'ry Wreaths to bind the careleſs Brow - 
Of Youth, or Age; as Vouth or Age demand 
The pleaſing Ruin from th' Enchantreſs, vile 
Intemperance: than Circe ſubtler far, 
Only ſubdu'd by Wiſdom; fairer far, 


Than young Armida, whoſe bewitching Charms 


Rinaldo fetter d in her roſy Chains; 

Till, by Waldo held, Me Diamond Shield 
Blaz'd on his Mind the Virtues of his Race, 
| And, quick, difſoly'd her wanton Miſts away. 


See, from her Throne, ſlow-moving, ſhe extends 


A poiſon'd Gobblet ! fly the beauteous Bane : 
The Adder's Tooth, the Tiger's hungry Fang 


Are harmleſs to her Smiles; her Smiles are Death. 


| Beneath the foamy Luſtre of the Bol. 
Which ſparkles Men to Madneſs, lurks a Snake 
Of mortal Sting : fly : if you taſte the Wine, 


Aachaon ſweats that Moly cannot cure. 


Tho' innocent-and fair her Looks, ſhe holds 


is « a wo - by 1 % ww — v * 
« + | : 1 - 


W 


A lawleſs Commerce with her Siſter Peſts, 
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— 


And doubly whets their Darts: away — and live. 


Next, in a low-brow'd Cave, a little Hell, 


A penſive Hag, moping in Darkneſs, fits | 


Dolefully-ſad: her Eyes (ſo deadly-dull |) | 

Stare from their ſtonied Sockets, widely wild ; 
For ever bent on ruſty Knives, and Ropes; 

On Poigna'rds, Bowls of Poiſon, Daggers red 
With clotted Gore. A Raven by her Side 
Eternal Croaks; her only Mate Deſpair; 

Who, ſcowling in a Night of Clouds, preſents 
A thouſand burning Hells, and damned Souls, 


And Lakes of ſtormy Fire, to mad the Brain 


Moon-ſtrucken. | Melancholy is her Name; 
Britanma's bitter Bane. Thou gracious Pour, 
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(Whoſe Judgments and whoſe Mercies who can tell!) 


With Bars of Steel, with Hills of Adamant 
Cruſh down the ſooty Fiend ; nor let her blaſt 
The facred Light of Heav'n's all-cheering Face, 


Nor fright, from Albion's Ne, the Angel Hop. 


F f 2 | Fever 
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Fever the fourth: aduſt as Afric-Wilds, 
Chain d to a Bed of burning Braſs: her Eyes 
Like roving Meteors blaze, nor ever cloſe 
Their wakeful Lids : ſhe turns, but turns in vain, 
Through Nights of Miſery. Attendant Thirſt | 
Graſps hard an empty Bowl, and ſhrivel'd ſtrives - 
To drench her parched Throat. Not louder Groans 
From Phalaris's Bull, as Fame reports, 
Tormented with diſtreſsful din the Air, 
And drew the tender Tear from Pity's Eye. 


Conſumption near; a joyleſs, meagre Wight, 
Panting for Breath, and ſhrinking into Shade 
Eludes the Grafp : thin as th' embodied Air 
Which, erſt, deceiv'd Ixior's void embrace, 
Ambitious of a Goddeſs ! ſcarce her Legs 
Feebly ſhe drags, with wheezing Labour, on, 
And Motion flow : a willno Wand direct. 
Her tottering Steps, and marks her for the Grave. 


- » 


e lafrangible, and active to deſtroy; 
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The laſt, ſo turpid to the View, affrights 
Her Neighbour Hags. Happy Herſelf is blind, 

Or Madneſs wou'd enſue; ſo bloated-black, 

80 loathſome to each Senſe, the Sight or Smell, 
Such foul Corruption on this Side the Grave; 
Variola yclep d; ragged, and rough, 

Her Couch perplex d with Thorns. What wel Scenes 
Hang o'er My Heart to feel the Theme is Mzne / 
But Providence commands; H1s Will be done! 
She ruſhes through my Blood ; ſhe burns IA 
And riots on my Life. Have Mercy, Heavn! -—- 
Variola, what art thou? whence proceeds 

This Virulence, which all, but We, eſcape; 

Thou, nauſeous Enemy to Human-kind : 

In Man, and Man alone, thy myſtick Sceds, 

Quiet, and in their ſecret Windings hid, 

Lie unprolifick ; till Infection rouze 

Her pois'nous Particles, of proper Size, LE 

Figure, and Meaſure, to exert their Pow:r , 

Of Impregnation ; Atoms ſubtle, barb d, 


Some fit Materials, Stubble, Furze, or Straw, 
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Buy Geometrick or Mechanick Rules 
Yet undiſcover d: quick the Zeaven runs, 

_ Deſtructive of the Solids, Spirits, Blood 

| Of mortal Man, and agitates the whole 

In general Conflagration and Miſrule. 

As when the flinty Seeds of Fire embrace | 


The crackling Blaze aſcends ; the rapid Flood 
Of ruddy Flames, impetuous o'er its Prey, 
Rolls its broad Courſe, and half the Field devours. | 


As Adders deaf to Beauty, Wit, and Youth, 
How many living Lyres, by Thee unſtrung, 
Eer half their Tunes are ended, ceaſe to charm 
Th admiring World? So ceas'd the matchleſs Name, 
By Cowley honour'd, by Reſtommon lov'd, 
Orinda: blooming Killigrew's ſoft Lay: 
And manly Olaams pointed Vigour, curs d 
| By the gor'd Sons of Loyola and Rome. | 
And He who Phedra ſung, in buſkin'd Pomp, 43 
Mad with inceſtuous Fires, ingenious Smith : 
{ _ OxoN14s 
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OxoNI1A's Sons! And, O, our recent Grief ! 
Shall ! BEAUCHAMP die, forgotten by the Muſe, 
Or are the Muſes with their Hex TFoRD dumb! 
Where are Ye ? weeping o'er thy learned Rhine, 
Bononia, fatal to our Hopes! or elſe 

By Kennet's chalky Wave, with Treſſes torn, 

Or rude, and wildly floating to the Winds, 
Mute, on the hoary Willows hang the Lyre, 
Neglected? or in rural Percy-lodge, | 
Where Innocence and He walk'd Hand in Hand, 
The Cypreſs crop, or weave the Laurel-bough 1 5 
To grace his honour'd Grave? Ye Lilies, riſe 
Immaculate ; ye Roſes, ſweet as Morn ; 

Leſs ſweet and leſs immaculate than He. 


His op'ning Flow'r of Beauty ſoftly ſmil'd, h 
And, ſparkling in the liquid Dews of Youth, + 
Adorn'd che bleſſed Light! with Bloſſoms fair, 
Untainted ; in the rank Lalian Soil - | 
Nut of the Small 5er, 7 10h, 1744, dd ß. 


From 
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From Blemiſh pure. The Vinhind ſtole a fgh, 
The Matrons lifted up their wond'ring Eyes, 
And bleſt the Engliſh- Angel as he paſs'd, 
Rejoicing in his Rays! Why did we truſt 

A Plant fo lovely to their envious Skies, 
Unmercifully bright with ſavage Beams? 


His were the Arts of Tay before, FR > 


Courting, and courted by the claſſic Mije. 
He travel'd nat to learn, but to reform, 


And with his fair Example mend Mankind. 


Why need I name (for diſtant Nations know, 

Heſperia knows ; O would Heſperia " 2 

As Maro, erſt, and, late, Marino rais d 

: The blooming Beauchamps of the former Times, 
Marcellus, and Adonis to the Stars, 1 9 


ebene Fire e ae Gn!) | 


As Summer-ſuns, a forth his Soul 


In every Word and Look: his Reaſon's Ray 
P 2 85 Vee. or Vice unſtain d, 


Shining 


ung 
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Shining at once with Purity and Strength, 
With Engliſb Honeſty, and Attick Fire: 


His Tenderneſs of Spirit, high- inform dg 


With wide Benevolence, and candid Zeal 


For Learning, Liberty MaliginnkcDvethiiaci 5 


The Patriot-glogy 
His King's and 


burning in his Breaſt, - 
untry's undivided Fendt 


Each publick Virtue, and hn a A 
The SEYMOUR Dignity, the Per cvy-flame 


All, all! Ere twenty Autumns rolbd away 


Their golden Plenty. Further ſtill! behold. 
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His animated Bloom; his fluſh of Health; - || 


The Blood exulting with the balmy Tide 
Of vernal Life ! ſo freſh for Pleaſure form d 
By Nature and the Graces: yet his Youth. | 
do temperately warm, ſo chaſtly cool, 

Ev'n Seraphims mighit look into his Mind. 
Might * nor turn n their * * . 


Thi 1 Efenee of Good Hess a, 
That Breath of Gop, that Energy divine 
| Go 


ans n $0 


Which gives us to be wiſe, and juſt, and pure, 
Full on his Boſom pour d the living Stream, | 
Ilum' d, inſpir d A Ne his Soul! 


And are theſs Wonders vaniſh/d? de Del, 
Where ardent Truth, and melting Mildneſs ſhone; 
Clos d in a foreign Land? no more to ble: 
A Father, Mather, Friend | no more to cham |; 
A longing People? O, lamented Youth ? 
© Since Fate and gloomy Night thy Beauties veild 

With Shade myſterious, and eclips'd thy Beams, 
How many SOoMERSETSs are loſt in Thee! :e 

Yet only loſt to Earth! -— For truſt the Muſe, | 

(His Virtues rather truſt) She ſaw him rife 

She ſaw him ſmile along the tiſſu d Clouds, 

In Colours rich-embroider'd by the Sun, 

Engirt with Cherub-wings, and Kindred-forms, | 
Children of Light, the ſpotleſs Youth of Heav'n ! 

They hail their bleſt Companion, gain d fo ſoon 

A Partner of their Joys ; and Crown with Stars, 


Almoſt 


oft 
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Almoſt as Hike: the Radiance of his um | 

Eyn where the An gel Hoſt, with Tongues of Fire, 
Chaunt to their glittering Harps th' Almighty's Praiſe, 
And, in a burning Circle, ſhout around 

The Jaſper-throne, he mingles Flames with them ; 
He ſprings into the Center of the Choir, 

And, drinking i in the Spirit-moſt-divine, - 

He m a5 FOE OT Cn ION 


The End of the Second Book. 
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Pag. 218. 22 TH Elptraf,, „ Angl. Eyebright. This Herb 
was ee to the Ancients; at leaſt it is 
not mention'd by them. It is of extraordinary Service ro the 


Eye, curing moſt of i its Diſtempers. 91 


Cum debilitat morbi vis improba viſum, 
Aut vinum, aut cœcus, luminis oſor, amor, &c. 
Tunc o, non fraftra, yocor — g- 


Conleius Lib. Plant. p. 39. 


Pry d wich Euphraſy and Rue 
The viſual Nerve. Milton. 


Pays 218. As Venus gave Æneas to behold, &c. 


See Virgil. En. Lib. ii. Which ſeems to be borrow'd from 
Homer. Ilias. Lib. v. We have ſeveral of the like Inftances in 
the ſacred Volumes. Gen. xxi. 19. And God. pen d ber Eye: 
and ſbe ſaw a Well of Water. Numbers, xxii. 31. Then th 
- open'd the 5 of Balaam, * he af the __ of the 
Lord, &c. 


Pag. 21 8. 
Rare viſited, 
See Virgil: 
Sed me Parnaßi deſerts per ardua dulcs 
Raptat amor: Fuvat ire jugis, qua nulla priorum, 


— molli divertitur orbita cliyo. 
Georg. Lib, iii. 


55 . Pon. ; 


Which 


e 


4) 


be 


ch 


Notes and Allufions. 


Which is imitated from Lucretins, Lib. ii. 
Avia Pieridum peragro loca, nullius ante 
Trita pede, &c. 5 

gentle Edmund, hight 


| Pag. 218. 
Spenſer! 


The Date of our Engliſh Poetry may with great Juſtice be- 
gin with Spenſer. It is true, Chaucer, Gower, and Lydgate were 
Maſters of uncommon Beauties, conſidering the Age they lived 
in, and have deſcribed the Humours, Paſhons, 8c. with great 
Diſcernment. Yet none of them ſeem to have been half ſo 
well acquainted with the very Life and Being of Poetry, In- 
vention, Painting, and Deſign, as Spenſer. Chaucer was the 


| beſt before him; but then he borrowed moſt of his Poems, 


either from the Ancients, or from Boccace, Petrarch, or the 
Provencal Writers, &c. Thus his Troilus and Creßida, the 
largeſt of his Works, was taken from Lollius; and the Romaunt 
of rhe Roſe, was tranſlated from the Fiench of John de Meun, 
an Engliſhman, who flouriſhed in the Reign of Richard II. and 
ſo of the reſt. As for thoſe who follow'd him, ſuch as Hey- 
wood, Scogan, Skelton, &c. they ſeem to be wholly ignorant 
of either Numbers, Language, Propriety, or even decency 
itſelf, I muſt be underſtood to except the Earl of Surry, Sir 
Thomas Wiat, Sir Philip Sidney, ſeveral Pieces in the Mirror of 


Magiſtrates, and a few Parts of Mr. G. Gaſcoign's and Turber- 


Pag. 220. Medea gather'd and Canidia brew'd, Kc. 


Medea, notorious for her Incantations in Ovid, & c. as Ca- 
nidia in Horace. | | 


. 


Pag. 220. Or Pontus yields, &c. 


Fomus, Calchos, and Theſſalia, well known for producing 
noxious and pois nous Herbs and Plants. 1 54 


Has 


Wm 


| Has herbas, atque hac Ponto mihi lecta venena, 
Ipſe dedit Meeris; 3 ſry plurima Ponto. | 
e Eclog. . 


Heb — Colchos & wert mittit, 
Venenorum ferax. | 


Hor. E pod. 5. 
Theſſala bene tellus beybaſive nocentes,  _ 
Rupibus ingenuit. T7! | 
Lucan, Lib. v. | 
pig. 1 Amello blooming ftil | | 
In Virgil rural Page. | 


Eft etiam flos in pratis cui nomen Amello 
Fecere . 9 
| Virg. Georg. Lib. vi. 


Beſides there grows a Flow'r in marſhy Ground, 

Its Name Amellus, eaſy to be found: 

A mighty Spring works in it's Root, and cleaves f 
The ſſ EL 4 Stalk, and ſhews icſelf in Leaves. | 
The Flower itſelf is of a golden Hue, 

| The Leaves inclining to a darker Blue, &c. 


. Aldiſens W Vol. I. * 
Pag. 223. or Spagnolet could paint. 


A famous Painter, eminent for drawing the Diſtreſſes and 
Agonies of human Nature. | 


Pa. 223. Which Michael in Viſion ftrange. 
See Milton's Paradiſe Loſt, B. xi. 


pag. 223, — Clayton s honoured Life. 
Sir Witham Clayton, Bart. died at RO 15 Sure, Dae. 
ber the 28th, 1744. 


Pag. 225. Where Dayid law; &c. 


Tho' 


Ned and. Allufons. Gas 


Tho? a Croiſade may ſeem ve ne (and ps it 
is ſo) yet it has been ee by the 2 riters of 


different Ages; by Eneas Sylvius, by Beſſation, by Nengerius, 


& c. who have each writ Orations upon that Subject. And 
here I cannot help obſerving, that Cafimire and Zac. Baldè, the 
two moſt celebrated of the modern Lyric Poets, have writ ſe- 
veral of their fineſt Odes to animate the, Chriſtian Princes to 
ſuch a Deſign; and that Taſſ has adorn d the Expedition of 
Godfrey of Bulloign with the moſt beautiful and perfect Poem 
lince the Eneis (for I prefer Milton to V gil himſelf} 


Pag. 226. Than Circe IO _ 
See Homer's Odyiley, Lib, 10. 


. 226: Than 3 your Armida, &c. 


See Taſſo's I Godfredo, Canto iv. Stans. 29, &c. Canto xiv. 
Stanz. 68. Canto xvi. Stanz. 29. 


Pag. 226. Machaon ſwears, dec. | 
Machaon celebrated in Homer; but here aſed, in —— 


for any Phyſician. So Ovid: 


Firma valent per ſe, nullumque Machaona querunt. 


And Marti al: N 
Quid tibi cum medicis? dimitre Machaonas omnes.. 5 


pag. 226. That Moly cannot cure. 


Mercury is ſaid to have preſented Moly to Len to W 
him from the Charms of Ge rce, Homer's Odyfl. Lib. x. 


Thus while he ſpoke, the ſovereign Plant he drew, 
here on th' all bearing Earth unmark'd it grew. 
And ſhew'd its Nature and its wondrous Pow'r; 
Black was the Root, but milky white the — : 
4 . the Name. | | 


: Lauda- 


240 — Notes and Allufons. 


Laudatifime herbarum eft Homero, quam vocari 4 diis putat 
Moly, & inventionem ejus Mercurio afiignat, contraque ſumma ve- 
neficia demonſtrat, 8c. 1 K n 
| en Plinius, Lib. xxr. C. 4. 
Pag. 228. From Phalaris's Bull, =. n ee 
Amongſt ſeveral Inftruments of Torment that Phalaris cauſ- 
ed to be contrived, there was a Bull of Braſs, in which Peo- 
ple being caſt, and a Fire plac'd under ir, they bellowed like 
Oxen. Perillus the Artiſt, demanding a great Reward for his 
Invention, was put in it himſelf to try the firſt Experiment. 
Upon which Pliny makes this good-natur'd Reflection: Pe- 
rillum nemo laudat, ſeviorem Phalaride tyranno, qui taurum fecit, 
mugitus hominis pollicitus, igne ſubdito, & primus eum expertus 
cruciatum juſtiore ſevitia, &c. Plinius, Lib. xxxiv. C. 8. 


Pag. 228. deceiv'd Ixion's void embrace. 


Ixion being invited to dine with Fupiter fell in love with Fu- 
no, and endeayour'd to debauch her, who acquainted her 
'Husband. He to try /xion form'd a Cloud into Fund's like- 
neſs, upon which he ſatisfy d his Luſt.  Z7ygini Fab. Diodor. vi. 

Pag. 230. Orinda. | 


| Mrs. K. Philips, ſtiled the matchleſs Orinda. See her Poems 
in Folio. Cowley has two Odes upon her, in the 2d Vol. of 
his Works, 8vo. )* 


Pag. 230. Blooming Killigrew's ſoft La: 


t 
£ 4 


See her Poems in 4to. Mr. Dryden celebrates her Death in 
an excellent Ode. See his Works, Vol. 3d, Folio, p. 186. See 
likewiſe Wood's Athena Oxon. Vol. ad n 
Pag. 230. Loyola. . f e dee f G 
Enatius Loyola, Founder of the Feſuits; againſt whom Mr. 
Oldham writ thoſe Satyrs, which are the beſt of his Works. 


Pag. 231. 


Wotes and Alon 241 


Pag. 231. Bononia falal to our 8. 


Bolegnia a City in tay, the firſt School of the Lombard 
Painters, and a famous Utvertiy, 


— Parvique Bononia Rheni. Silias Ital. Lib. viii. 
Pag. 232. And bleſs'd the Engliſh-Angel 48 he paſs'd— 


Ar 2 he went by the Name of L'Angelo Ingleſe. The 
ſame Compliment ſeems to have been paid by that People ro 
our great Milton in his Travels, as we learn by this Epigram 


of a learned Italian Nohlemen i in the ad Volume of los 8 
poetical Works: 


Ut mens, forma, decor, PR" "4, mos, þ plates fic, 
Non Anglus, verum herc le Angelus, Joſe, fores. 


Pag. 234. O lamented youth, &c. | 
Hen miſerande Puer, fiqua fata aſpera rumpas, 


Tu Marcellus eris —— 
Sed nox atra * triſi circumyolat umbra. 
"OE Vg. En. Lib. y vi. 
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THE, 
PROGRESS oF SICKNESS. 


When I waited for Light there came Darkilf 


My Skin is black upon me; Ins + 
with Heat. 


My Harp alſo is turned to Mourning, | | Jb. ER 


| Argument of the Third Bool. 


hakin The ; * * = Dic 
Blindneſt. Delirious Dreams. Remedies 
for the Mind: 1. Patience: 2. Hope. 3. Prayer, 


Human Aid and Relief in Sickneſs : 1. Phyfick; 
Emulogium on that Science: 2. Friends; z . 


Kue on Frienifip.. 


S 


The Fruits of Autumn feed us for Diſcaſe; 


9 9 


PROGRESS oz SICKNESS. 


B o ox III. 


HE Fair, the Bright, the Great, alas! are fall'n, 
1 in the Bloom of Beauty, Wit, and Youth, 
Death's undiſtinguiſh'd Prey. Shall I complain 
(When ſuch the eſtabliſh'd Ordinance of Heav'n) - 
If S1cxwness at my Boſom lay the Siege? 

A Worm to Them! and to their Light a Shade, 
Ungilded with one Beam, which melted down 
The Tear faſt-trickling o'er their honour'd Tombs: 
We all muſt dye! Our every pulſe that beats, 
_ toward Eternity, and tolls our Doom. 


0 E ; 


Fate reigns in all the F Portion ti bs 5f the: Year. i 


246 POEM 8 


The Win ter's raw . beſtow 

Diſeaſe on Death ; while Spring, to ſtrew our Herſe, 
Kindly unboſoms, weeping in their Dews, | 

Her flow'ry Race! and Summer (kinder gin) © 

With the _ Turf and Brambles binds our Graves, 


But am I mike ay or In 9 Realms, 
And Circ? holds the Glaſs? What odious Change, 
Ah, ee Gale Mel 
Mantling with Health, which fowl through th Ch 
From the ſtrong Summer-beam'imbib'd? And where 
The vernal Lilly's foftly-blended Bloom ? 
The Forehead rou ighens to the wond'ring Hand. 
Wide oer the Human- field, the Body, ſpreads | | 
As once thy breathing Harveſt, Cadmus, ſprung, 
| Sudden, a Serpent-brood! an armed Crop 
of growing Chiefs, and fought Themſelves to Death. 
One black-inerufted Bark of gory Boils 
One undiſtinguiſh'd Bliſter, from the Sit 


— 


4554 Ps | 3 —_— FUE 


lo 
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Of the ſore Fobt, tothe Head's ſoref Crown.” 


Jos's Puniſhment]! With Patience FT 


O may I exerciſe my-wounded Soul, ch v 


Who bruiſeth at his Will; and maketh whole 


Ah, too, the Luſtre of the Eyes is fled{/ /» 
Heavy and dull, their Orbs negloct to . A lenπνI 
In motionleſs Diſtortion Riff and Grd 0 0) 109/! 
Till by the Fan; eee, ns af 
(A weeping Matron, timorpus to ee A 
And piouſly fallacious in her Care, n 181 
Pretending Light offenſve, and e * 23103966. 211 
closd; and, perhaps, for ever! ner again 
To open on the Sphere, to drink the Day, e 
Or (worſe !) behold Tanthe's Face dine 
And wonder &er her Charms. --- But yet forbear, 047] 
O dare not murmur; tis Heavn's high Beheſt : 51 ar 


- 


This Duſt purſue, ant! Deaths fad Shade involve, |. 
Fer long, the Filial-ight himſelf ſnell mme; 


" „* * L TY 
k a. T4 
y” CATS =» "Sh 1 : 
: , 3% > * Is > k 3: i - 3 
: . * % 7} 8 2 , S> % OO % fo -% * * 
* . % - 
* Ay 8 


* 
g * Y * * 7 
” 2 1 1 — * 1 _ 
tars are Dult to him, the dun a Met ads 30 
A py — * F h 8 5 7 „ : bo * *y * 4 1 2 1 2 4 4 4 
* po » 12 TX . a 
e " \ * If ws ? g IE. E : EA; — „ TY 
voI y A +» L l 0 
1 » b j 
d ſee my Gop , 
r = - . hf 4 > . 4 "2.8 3 


Tho', at theirtvidgl Entrance, quite ſhut et 4 
External Forms, forbidden, mount the Wi 
Retire to Chaos, or wich Night 
Vet, Fancys mimick Work. 
Antick and wild, ruſn 
Irregular and new; as Pain or Bade BH: Tolle bal 
The "pics teach to flow, and in the Brain 


9 — 001 


Lult'd by the Fall ef Waters! Lby theiRills 950 0 
From Heliconian, Cliffs nne 3 w hat A 


On Several Ottafions. 2409 


And horrible as Murderers; or Haggs, 
Their Leaſe of Vears ſpun out, and bloody Bond © 
Full-flaſhing on their Eyes; the Gulf, beneath, 
Mad' ning with gloomy Fires; and Heav'n; 
* all her 1 — for ever * NF chi 
W in Bhfuin wes and y 3 
Where mn and Eglantines, coli 
Narciſſus, Jeſs min, Pines, pre nd. 
In every — Auabia breatd e rel 
As bliſsful Eden fair; the Morning-work 00m 
Of Heav'n, and Milton's heme 1 where Innocence ba 
Ssmil'd, and improv'd the Proſpect. EE Now, anon, LE 
By Is18' favourite Flood ſupinely laid. il ynifiegO 
In tuneful Indolence, behold the Bards T 
nen ad Laden cxch he), 5 


V+ 
way 


(The Muſes nn Them) who hate rod AL Ve 

In meaſur'd Pace its Banks, forever green, 5 WISH of | 

Enamel'd from their Feet! Harmonious Notes, © 
bak Ii Wabled 


Warbled to Dorique . to Leia Lyres, 
Or Phrygian Minſtrelſie, ſteal on the Ear Sn 1 21517 
Enamour'd with Variety: and loud 110 ne 1 
The Trumpets ſhrilling Clangours fill tho Sky - :/ 
Round thy Talic Cloiſters, muſing flow, _ 

Or in ſweet Converſe with thy PR Hiro 
Philoſophers, and Poets, and Divine FM chad 
Enjoy the ſacred Walk, delighted, iO 
Where A pp1$0N-and Tickell lay inſpir d.. 
Inebriated from the elaſſie Springs eme. 
And tun d to vatious-ſounding Harps the gong ib 


» 2, 


. ; : 2 — ' ; - Nit 
Sublime, or tender, humorous, ur , <A HEB ef3 315% 


Quaſfing the Ahe Nefur to their fill. 
Where SMITH i In nr [ra 1 7 0 
(Crown'd with the Sato of Firtue for the Skies lt 


With- graceful Gravity, and gentle SW ã yy; jo bad 


With en Peace nm and Eſteem. O Slider 
By Reaſon cool, and a ö e I BDE 
* ee Or. N Been 
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And generous Paſſion for the Callege-Weal, 
More than a Muſe inſpire. -— Momental Blifs! - 
For ſudden rapt, the midnight Howl of Wolves, 
The Dragon's Vell, the Lion's Roar, aſtound- © 
My trembling Ear. Hal down à burning Mount 
1 plunge deep, deep: ſure Yulcan's Shop is here --- 
Flammivomous! What? are thoſe Chains to bind 
This Skeleton! the Cyclops muſt be mac 
Thoſe Bolts of Steel, thoſe adamantine Linkks 
Demand Tpke? Sth to bur. — Arey — 0 
I ride the Blaſt, and Licheringiough the Storms 
Enjoy, the Palace of the Morn. The Sun E 
Reſigns the Reins of Phlegon to os. 1 0 
His mane Waves fite : he ſcorches me to D 1 
Avaunt, thou Fiend! --- Il hurl — 
Of Heav'n, with bolted Thunder, and enwrapt - 
With forky Lightning. Now r n 
By Murderers purſu d: my faithleſs Feet = 
ene or down tuſhing amain, | 
112 „ 


a APO EA 


I ceaſe to recolle& my Steps, and alt: 
Paſſive on earth. Sure, twas Anh, E, 
Pour d on * Ear th dangging Blaſt: Ar which, 
And into Air ifſolv'd thi blaue Deine, 4 


: * 
RN po x . . a, | F * 1 
— © 3 MITES, N 


Now 3 Cw eee e Hua] 
I wake from fancy d into real Wo. 5 
Pain emptys all her Vials on my Head, 
And ſteeps me o er and oer. Th even 8 Shirt 
Of Hercules enwraps my burning Lifnb@y) booms 
With Dragon's Blood: I rave and roar like him, 
Writhing/in Agony. Devouring Fires 
Eat up the Marrow, frying in my Bones. 1 youu 
O whither, whither ſhall I turn for Aid? — — 
Methinks a Seraph whiſpers in my Ears, 
Pouring Ambroſia on them, Turn to Gods: 
80 Peace ſhall be thy Pillow, eee : 
And Night of Sorrow: brighten into Non. 
Let the young cherub PATIENCE, bright-eyd Horx, 
And roſy-finger'd PRAv'x, combining hold 


A ſure 


A ſure Dominion in thy purpos d Mind, 

Unconquer d by Affliction. I receive 

The Mandate as from Heav'n itſelf. -— mee 
n my Soul, and we them e enter in. rtl. 


clini citing 4 8. PATIENCE, from thy Seat; 

Whether the Widow's'Cot, or Hermit's Cell, 
By Faſting ſtrong, and potent from Diſt re; 
Or Midnight-ſtudent's taper-glimmering Roof, 

Unwearied with revolving tedious Tomes 3 
o come, thou Panaces of the Minde: 
The Manna of the Soul I to every Taſte 
Grateful alike : the univerſal Bam 
To Sickneſs, Pain, and Miſery belor- el 

She comes! ſhe comes ſhe diffipates'the Gloom; 5 911 
(Like Moſes Buſh, tho burning, not conſum'd) * 

Scenes full of Splendour, Miracle, and Gd. 
behold, ry Soul) this Striving Wis 10112) 
With holy Blood the Violence of Fire 
Quepch'd, and with lingring Conſtancy fatigu'd 
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The perſecuting Flame: or. nobly ſtopde 
The Lion's Mouth, and triumph fi in his Ja . 
Fark, how the Virgin white- rob d-tender Train 

Chaunt Hallelujahs to the Rack; as dear 
And pleaſing to the Ear of God, as ae 
Of Angels on the Refurretiion-morn, + 
When all the Hoſt of Heaven Hoſanna ag. 

Yet further; lift thy Eyes upon the Crofs, gi 1 
A bleeding Saviour view, a dying Gow! | / 
The Sun, aſham' d, extinguiſhes the Day: :- 

All Nature ſuffers with her ſuffering Lord. 
Amidſt this War of Elements, ſerenqʒ̃ 
And as the Sun-ſhine Brow: of Patience, cam, 

He dies without a Groan, and fmiles in Death. 

Shall Martyrs; Virgins, nay, thy Savioun bleed 
To teach thee Patrence ? and yet bleed n 
Forbid it, Reaſotz and forbid it, Hrav'n. | 
No; ſuffer :- and, in Suffering; /7ejoit 
Patience endureth all, and ET _ 
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HoPe is her Daughter then. F Let Hope hrt 
Her Cordial-ſpirit, as — 1-1 

And heating as the Drops of Gi 2 Tra WH = 29 
Ceaſe” to repine, as — 0 
War We n wa darkeſt Hour, 


C *% 1 * 2 
n. 


hi Diſeaſe of which the A wedges: 
Kindling a Fever hotter than their Hell 

O pluck me from Deſpair, white handed Hype? A 

0 interpoſe thy Spear and Sher Stielddde * b Ka 
Betwixt my Boſom and the Fiend} detrude 
This impious Monſter to primæval Hell; 


To its own dark Domain:: But light my Sold. 


Imp d with thy . Wings, to Scenes of Joy; vil ol 
He: ys 


But aides his dane of Hope? In rern, 
And in thy Bled my Jasvs H (Bow, O Earth!!! 
Heav'n bends beneath he NA NE, and all its Sn, 


* 7 3 13 J 
- % * * 9 * 2 *. % 1 4 * 2 4 & : * 4 
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The Hierarchy drop low the proſtrate Knee, 
And fink, in humble wiſe, upon the. Stars. Stef) 
Yes, on Thy BLood. and NAME my Hope depends. hw 
My Hope? nay, Worlds on Worlds depend on Tuze; 
Live in Thy Death, eee rie. ; 


Nen reinſp! 1 -- ll Lot! 
This freble F rame; diſpells the Sl 


And bids me- e throw myſelf P 
A N 2 Go in rager 
6 * * ” - 7 : ” 4 7 
8 2 ; us 24 R 2 * _ OS i N 
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A Chriftan Soul . God's beloved Houſe n ble 


In bring — If Henan rey. ds ch, Edt. 
age 5 ml t Di N 
On Ahaz-dial, whirling back the Day: 


Pour out thyſelf, Ts will erent, ae r 
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My fainting e to ſublime Deſires, 

Wou'd 1 TayLor from his ſtarry HO Pe 
How Fear wou'd brighten ! by his ſacred Aid, 

To live were, Happineſs, and gain to die. -— 


No: r opp; 


Well-merited by Labours ſo divine 
For, lo! the Man of God, and Friend of Many 
Theron, the pureſt Breaſt, and warmeſt Heart, 
Flys on the Wings of Charity and Love 

To join me in the Saving-Taſk,. and raiſe 

My weaker Pow'rs with his abundant Zeal; 
Pure, ſweet, and ms as the incens __ 4 Fire, 
By Wings of Cherubims into a 8 ad © 
Till on the Skies the aromatick Gale 

In Pyramids of Fragrance ſoftly ſtole, 

A QF OY to the Throne of Grace. 


Still to" el hls Succours rom te U, 
. mighty! ſill remain 


1 Biſnop IaAZur Tarion 


Kk 3 
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Inferior Aids behind': terreſtrial Stores 
Medicinal: the Inſtruments of God, 
For Go p created the Paysreranti Gon 
Himſelf on Earth, our great Phyſician! ſpread: © 
Oer Sick and Weak, ſhadowing, his Healing Wang: 
Fach Miracle a Cure!-— Before Diſeaſe, 
Offspring of Sin, infeſted Human-kind, | 110 
In Paradiſe, the vegetable Seeds? 
Sprung from their Maker's Hand, Aae esu 45 
With Med cin. He foreſaw our future Ils 
Foreſceing, he provided ample Cure; 
Foſſils, and Simples : Shlombr, thy "Theme, 4 f 
Nature's Hiſtorian; wiſeſt of the Wi! 
Tho” Paradiſe be loft, the Tree of Life | 
In ned cin Blooms ; then pluck its ding Prod; 
And with eee, and, ee live.” 


Ev'n pagan Wiſdom bade her Sons adore, 
As one, the God of Phyſick and the Day, 
Fountain of Vegetation and of Life, 
Apollo, ever blooming, — young, 


And 


On Several Occafiohs. 


And from his Art immortal! Thus, of yore, 

The prime of human Race from Heav'n deduc'd 
The bright original of Phyjick's Pow'r : 

And, nor unjuſtly, deem'd that he who ſav d 

nen mtl hond never de. 


An me of various a and Tubes, 
Veins, Arteries, and Sinews, organiz d, 
Man, when in Healthy-tune, harmonious wakes | 
The Breath of Melody, in Vocal-praiſe,” 
Delighting Earth and Heav'n! diſcordant, oft, 
As Accident, or Time, or Fate prevail,” | 
This Human-organ ſcarce the Bellows heaves 
Of Vital-reſpiration;; or in Pain, 
With Pauſes fad ; What Art divine ſhall tune 
To order and refit this ſhatter'd Frame? 
What Fingers touch into a Voice again ? 
Or Muſick re-inſpire? Who, but the Race 
Of Pæan? who but Phyſick's ſaving Sons? 
A Ratchlff, Frewin, Metcalf or a Friend? — 
But ROY yet, beyond the kindly Skill 

nt A ee 2 


Sr 


- 3 CY — 
Arr. 3 
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W n TY 


Of Pzan's Sons, Diſeaſe, like mine; demands 


4 e 880 n. wel No 0cting af 
E . a MoTHzn's watchful Tenderneſs, 
And FaTuzR's venerable Care But 1 They, 


In Life immortal, JN endleſs ee 


of 


Reward of Charity, of 


Of pleaſing Manners, and a Life ur 


The Tears of Poverty and Friendſhip ot fink 
Their modeſt Tombs bedew, where Eder's Pld, 5 
(Ituna *clep'd by Bards of old Renown, © 
Purpled with Saxon and with Britiſbd Blood ? 


Laves the ſweet Vale, that firſt my p ratling M bk 2 


Provok'd to Numbers, broken as the Ruins | 
Of Roman Towers which deck its lofty Banks, 
And ſhine more beauteous by Decay. -— But hark! 


What Muſick glads my Ear? 'Tis Theror's Voice, 
Theron a Father, Mother; both, a Friend — 


Pain flies before his animating Touch: 


I ste Tome iſt, Page 342, &. 
a Bo A burn- 
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What Wonders, ſaered Friendſhip, flow from thee!” 
One Period from a Friend enlivens more, bao? 
Than all Hippocrates and'Galen's Tomes, 

Than all the Med cines they unfold; I 4 ˖ 

Myſelf renew dl not wid Health; but Youth, 
Rolls the briſk Tide, and ſparkles 2 Heart. 

As the Live-atoms'of Campanian Wines root Be 
Dance 1 in the Virgin cryſtal, and' be „ 
With glorifying Foam,” the nectar d Brim ; 

Smiling, and lending Smiles to ſocial Wit, 
The jocund Hearth, and oy ard. 


— — — 


F riendſhip i is a Reigen, from the firſt 
The ſecond-beſt: it points, like that, to Heav 8 
And almoſt antidates, on Earth, its Bliſs. 
But Vice and F olly never Friendſhip knew ; 
Whilſt Wiſdom grows by Friendſhip ſtill more Wile. 
Her Fetters, are a ſtrong Defence ; her Chains, 
A Robe of Glory; Oh gold, her Bands; 


And he who wears them, wears a Crown of Joy. 
„ Z - | Friend- 


2 — — —ñ— > . o — — 10 


r 


* 
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Friendſhip's the Steel, which ftruck emits the Spark: 
Of Candour, Peace, Benevolence, and Zeal?; 


Spreading their glowing Seeds -— A holy Fire 


Where Honour bea. ur, Truth on * 


Bright as the Eyes * pure. 


An Altar whence two gentle- loving Hearts 
Mount to the Skies in one conſpiring Blaze 
And ſpotleſs Union. Tis the Nectar- ſtream 


» Death; without a Friend. 


Health is Diſcaſe, L. 


#F= 4 
- 


5 5 « — . 
The End 2. the Third Book. 
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Pag. 246. 4S once thy breathing Harveſt, Cadmus, ſprung.” 

_ Cadmus is reported by the Poets to have ſlain a monſtrous 
Serpent in Srotia, at the Command of: Minerva; and ſowed 
its Teeth in a Field, which-produced an Hoſt of armed Sol- 
diers; who, fighting, flew one other. See Ovid. Mer. I. iii. 
Suidas, Pauſanias, &c, Tis ſaid, that he ſowed Serpents Teeth, 
and that Soldiers in Armour ſprung up from them; becauſe, 
as Bochart obſerves, in the Phenictian Language, to expreſs Men 
armed with brazen Darts and Spears of Brals, they made uſe 
of Words, which might be tranſlated: © armed with che Teeth 


Works, &c. 

The following Lines upon delirious Dreams may appear 
very extravagant to a Reader, ho never experienc d the Diſ- 
orders which Sickneſs cauſes in the Brain; but the Author 
thinks that he has rather ſoftened than exaggerated the real 
Deſcription, as he found them operate on his own Imagina- 
tion at that Time. 5 | 


Pag. 248. From Heliconian Cliffs devoly'd, &c. 3 

dir G, Wheeler, in his Voyages, has gigen a very beautiful 
Deſcription of an Hermitage on the Borders of Mount Heli- 
con, belonging to the Convent of Saint Luke the Hermit, not 
the Evangeliſt, called Stiriotes, from his Dwelling in thoſe 
Deſerts, See Wheeler's Journey into Greece, Fol, B. iv. pag. 
325. | | 


pag. 248. Tet Fancy's mimick 


Pag. 250. 


264 Notes and Allufions. 
"ou 250. Warbled to Dorique Reeds, 8c. 


"Thoſe different Inſtruments are deſigned to expreſs the ſe- 
— Parts of Ho 2 to which an thee were 0 viz. Paſto. 
ral, Ode, Heroic, 3 


pag. 251. Hark, b al Anvils, ae + Ck 1 _< F; 
See Hom. Ilia, B. xviii. Pirg. An. B. viii. 
* 252. ——— Aſtolpho' Horn, 


A Horn, in which if he do once but blow, 
The Noiſe thereof ſnall trouble Men fo fore, © 
That all both ſtout and faint ſhall fl therefro, | 
9 e a Noiſe was never heard — 4 


"ws Orlando Furioſo, tranſlated by 
8 Sir John Harrington, B. xv. Stanz. 10. 


| With. this Hem Aﬀtolpho affrighted the Amazons. See Book xx. 
St. 60, &c. and even Rogero, Bradamant, 8c. in diſſolving the 
enchanted Palace, B. xxii. St. 18, Cc. Drives away the Harpies 

from Senapo, B. xxxiii, St. 114, &c. 8 


7 e 260, —  Eden's Hood. 


eee eden, baths I e 
, Yer alas ſtain d with Blood of many a Band | 
g wot; * Scots and Engliſh both, that tined on his Strand. 


_ Spenſer's Fairy Queen, Book iv. Canto I, 
pag. 261. Bur Vice and Folly never Friendſhip knew, 


It was an Obſervation of Socrates, that wicked a cannot 
be Friends either amon 15 38 or with good Men. 


* 5 Memorab. 1. ii 
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'Trov haſt deliver d my Soul from Death, and my 


Feet from Falling, 


Light of the Erving. n I 1 * 267 


ROTOR ER e 
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— Argument. of \ the F. ourth Bock. 


LIT NET FF ̃ : ̃⅛ Ü! ᷣmÜ T ̃ e T... 


Eflectioms. Sickneſs at the FP) Hopes of 
Recovery nf on Heav 7 alone. Profpet 
of Futurity at ' this Jundlure. Guardian-An- 


gel's Hymn to Mx R or. Deſeription of Her. 
| She ſends Hygeia to che Well of Liſe both FA 


— ——— — — 


ſerit'd. Her Deſcent. The E Effet. Abatement 
| of thi Diſtinter, Apptrapbs mm Sleep, Res 
ry of Sight; and Pleaſure flowing from thence. 
+ Health by Dare reftor'd. Compariſon between | 
Sickneſs and Health in Regard to the Body and 
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\WIFT too; thy Tal is told: à Sound, a Name, 
No more than Zacian, Buthy or Searron.” 
Fantaſtic Humour drop'd the feeling Senſe, — 5 
Her Empire leſs ning by his Fall. "The Shade 9 
of frolick Rabelais, and Hz of Spain,” DV 
Madrid's facetious Glory, join his Ghoſt; 
Triumvirate of Laughter! --- - Mirth is wal; 

The loudeſt Languiſhing into a Sigli: 

And n e W into * ee 7 | 7 


5 «Lord! what is Man?” the Prophet well might a aſk; | 
We all may afk, Tord ! what k. mortal Man f. 

So changeable his Beg, vir mut "RNS. en 
oo . " as 
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Diſſimilar; the Rainbow of an Hour ! 
A Change of Colours, tranſient through his Life, L 
 Brightens or languiſhes; -— then fades to Air, 
Ev'n ere an artful Spider ſpins a Line 
Of Metaphyfick Texture, Man's thin Thread 
Of Life is broken : how analogous 15 
Their Parallel of Lines! ED: ſubtle vain, 


Man, i in a Ute Hour's contracted Round | 
Perplexes Reaſon: now to nn ſwell' d, 
To j Joyous Exultations, to a Blaze 
Of Ecſtaſy; and now depreſs d, again, 1 
And drooping into Scenes of Death and Woe. 5 


| That fudden Flow of Spirits, bright and ſtrong, il | 
Which play d in ſprightly Sallies round my Heart; 
Was it a Gleam, fore-warning me from Heavn, | 
Of quick-approaching Fate? As Tapers mount 

Expiring i into wide-diffuſive „ 


Give one broad Clare, into the Socket fink, lle 
And Sinking diſappear.— It muſt be ſol— 
1 OS „„ 


12 „ 
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The Soul, prophetick of it's Voy' ge,” deſcryd 

The bliſsful Shore, exulting on the Wing, 
In a glad Flutter; then, o'erwhelm'd with Joy, 

ghe warn'd her old Companion of her Flight, 

(The feeble Tenement of mould'ring.Clay) 
Who ſadden d at their Parting, ---Yes, — I fee! 
Thy leaden Hand, O Death! it preſſes hard, 
It weighs the Faculties of Motion down, 
Inactive as the Foot of a dull Rock, 
And drags me to thy duſty Chains: the Wheels 
Of Life are faſtned to the Grave, nor whirl, 
Longer, the fiery Chariot on. The War | 
The Struggle for Eternity 702 
Eternity ! | illimitable, vaſt, | 
Incomprehenfible ! For Heav'n and Hel, 
Within her univerſal Womb, profound, 
Are center'd. --- Sleep or Death are on my Heart: 
| Swims 1 mae Brain: _ 1256 caſes reel, 


| What Scenes diſcloſe — What Fields of Joy 


What 0 What golden Bow S 
Sweetly 


"SY 


„% % R 1 8 


Sweetly o prefs'd with beatifick Views, 
I hear Angelick-inſtruments, I ſee 
Primæval Ardours, and eſſential W 
The Sons of Light, but of created Lighs, 
All Energy, the Diligence of Gop! 
Might I but join them! Lend Aurea Wings, 
Waft me, O quickly waft me to yon Crown, 
Bright with the flaming Roſes of the Zone 
| Sidertal : Gracious, they, beck ning, ſinile, 
| They ſmile me to the Skies! Hope leads the Way: If | 
Mounting I ſpring to ſeize! What Fury ſhakes 
Her fiery Sword, and intercepts the Stars? 
Ha! Amartia? Conſcience, Conſcience ſends 
Her grieſſy Form, to blaſt me at my End. . 
Behold ! ſhe points to burning Rocks, to Waves 
Sulphureous, molten Lead, and boiling Gulphs, 
Tempeſtacu with everlatting Five; = 3 
Tis horrible! O ſave me from myſelf ! == - a 
O fave me, Jesv! — Ha! a Burſt of Light 1 
While Faith, triumphant, fvells-the Trump of-Gov, 
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And ee « Whete's thy Victory, O Oe“ | 
And where, O Death, thy Sting ?”-I ſee-her — (3 
Her ſaving Banner o'er my Soul (the CRO) 1 
And call it to its Peers. Thick Cromb of Dy, 
Immaculate, involve me in their Streams, * e 
ee en OY hid fr the Shy. re 11 


Whil on ths Jos of my Fate Lye 572 110 
Jutting into Eternity's wide Ses, 
And leaning on this habitable Globe, 91 N 
The Verge of either World ! dubious of Liſe 
Dubious, alike, of Death; to Mercy thus, 
Inſpirited with ſupplicating Zelt. 
My Guardian- Angel rais d his potent Pray r. 

(For Angels miniſter to Man, intent REI ane” 
On Offices of Gentleneſs a 


1 Meer b age of th Skis, 3 
Thou lovelieſt Image of thy Father's Face 
Thou bleſſed Fount, whence Grace and Goodneſs flow, 
Auſpicious, hear! extend thy helping Arm, 


_ * * V 
* K 3 : N 8 7 4 8 S 
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Wich pitying Readineſs, wih willing Ad, 
O lift thy Servant from the Vale of Death, 
Now groveling in the Duſt, into the Fields 
Of Comfort; ee eee 
Hear, ME Rc v, ſweeteſt Daughter of the Skies! 
If ere thy Servant to the Po ox his Soul | 
Drew out, and taught the Fatherleſs to ſing ; 
If ere by Pity warm'd, and not by Pride, 
He cloath'd the Naked, and the Hungry fed; 
If ere Diſtreſs, and Miſery, forelorn, 
 Deceiv'd his Cheek, and ſtole his untaught Tear, 
An humble Drop of thy celeſtial Dew! !! 
Hear, Mzxcv, ſweeteſt Daughter of the Skies. 


pprung from the Boſom of eternal Bliſs, A 20 | 
| Thy Goodneſs reaches farther than the Grave; ano | 
5 And near the Gates of Hell extends thy Sway, | 
Omnipotent! All, fave the curſed Crew _ 
- Infernal, and the black-rebellious Hoſt 

Of Lucifer, within thy fect Domin 
Feed on Ambrofia, and may hope the Stars. 


Hear, 
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Hear, Mx Rev, ſweeteſt Daughter of the Skies. 

By thee, the great Phyſician from the Bed | 
Of Darkneſs call'd the Sick, the Blind, the Lame; 
He burſt the Grave's relentleſs Bars by thee, 

And ſpoke the Dead to Life and Bloom again. 
His Miracles, thy Work; their Glory, thine: 
Then, O thou deareſt Attribute of Goo! 
Thy faving Health to this thy Servant lend! · 


— 


Hear, MER, ſweeteſt Daughter of the Skies!“ | 
Inclin'd upon a dewy-ſkirted Cloud | 


 Purpled with Light, and dropping Fatneſs down, 
Plenty and Bliſs on Man, with looks as mil 
As Ev ning Suns (when flowry-footed May 
Leads on the jocund Hours, when Love himſelf 
Flutters in Green) effuſing heart-felt Joy 
Abundant, Mercy ſhone with ſober Grace, 
And Majeſty at once with Sweetneſs mix d 
Ineffable. A Rainbow o'er her Head. 
The Covenant of Go p, betok nin g Peace 
Twixt Heavn and Earth, its florid Arch diſplayd, 

| Mm High- 


* LY ** 0 N 
27 O But © 
Fo ö s * N 3 | % 
. ** * 


High- bended by th ALMIGH TVS glorious Hand 3 | 

| The Languiſh of the Dove upon her Eyes. + ff + 

Of Grace infus d, and fed with Licht: her Smiles 

Expanſive cheer'd the undetermin'd Tracka Ml 

Of all Creation, from th æthereal Cope, + 1 

Auguſt with moving Fires, down to the Shades UI 
L 
E 


Infernal; and the Reign of Darkneſs drear. 4 rod 
Ev'n Men refine to Angels from her gaze. J 
Gracious, invigorating, full of Heavn! It 


This Daughter of the Lamb, to fervent Prayers 
And Interceflion, opes her ready Ear, 

_ « Hygeia, hie thee to the Yell of Life; 
There dip thy Fingers; GS ALIA Bag 


Three Drops into his Mouth infuſe, unſeen, . | Ur 
Save by the Eye of Faith: he yonder © IV: A 
Deſcend, and take the Ev'ning's weſtern Wing. IM 

8 8 . „ In 
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she ſaid. ¶Ahgeis bow d; and bowing, fill dd 
The circumambient Air with od 'rous Streams, 
Pure Eſſence of Ambroſia! Not the Breath 
Of Lebanon, from Cedar Allies mad 0 
Of Lebanon, with aromatic Gales 
Luxuriant, Spikenard, Aloes, My mw Balm ; 
Nor the wiſe Eaftern Mmarch's Garden vyd 
In Fragrance, when his fair Circaſſian Spouſe, 
Enamour'd, call'd upon the South to fan 8 
les Beds of Spices, and her Boſom cool, | 
Paving w with Lee 1 r 


Forth from th' eternal | Throne the Wall of 296 
Pouring its Cryſtal, laves the Streets of Gop, _. 
(Where Sickneſs never comes, nor Age, nor 108 5 
nm oer the Pebble-Gems. | Beneath 
A Mirrour Foes . Round, 
Moſaick-work, inlaid by Hands divine 
ln gliſt ring Rows, illuminiating each, 
e Hach Eng: Beryl, Topaz, Chair, 

| Mm 2 Em'rald 


n 


The Light reflects, celeſtial Quarries yield, 


Or melt into the vernant-ſhowry Bow, 
Profuſive, vary here in mingling” Beams. 
Collected thus the Waters, / dimpling, end 


Their ſoft-progreflive Lapſe. The Cherubs hence 
Immortal Vigour quaff and Blifs unblam'd. ay af 28 
Nor only flow for you, ye Sons of Light, Py 
The Streams of Comfort and of Life, but flow 15255 
To heal the Nations. Wonderful to tell, Hf 
The aged chey renew, the dead revive, ek | 1 


And more, the Feſters of the wounded Soul, 
Corrupted, black, to priſtine White relume = 


And Saint-like Innocence. The myſtic Du:. 


Broods, purifying o'er them, with his Wings. 3 91 


Stur d, firſt his Pinions with theſe vid Drojs 


Sprinkled ; then pour'd himſelf into the Flood, 
* n and Nutriment ee 


— 0 - 
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Here tights:Shyjhls ardent to fulfil - 
Mzxcr's Beheſt. The Bloom of Pandi 


3 


Liv'd on her youthful Cheek, and glow d the bs, 


deep Carnations in the Eqfters Skies, 


ruddy Morning ralks'aloag the Hills; 10 Lal 


Illuſtriouſly red, in purple Dew, 

Are languid to her Bluſhes; for She bluſh'd 
As through the op' ning File of winged Flames, 
Bounding, ſhe lightned, and her ſapphire Eyes 


With modeſt Luſtre bright, improving Heav'n, | 1 L of 
Caſt, ſweetly, round, and bow'd to her Compeers, 


An Angel amid Angels. ' Light ſhe ſprung 


Along tir empyreal Road: Her Locks diftilld eo 


Salubrious Spirit on the Stars. Full ſoon 


She paſs'd the Gate of Pearl, and down the S,, 


Præcipitant, upon the Ew ning- Wing 


Cleaves the lire Eher, and with healthy Belm 


Confcious of her Approach, the wanton Birds, 
Inſtinctive, carol forth, in livelier Lays, 
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And merrier Melody, their grateful Hymn, Anil 21 
Briſk- flutt ring to the Breeze. Eftſoons the Hills, - - 
Beneath the Gainbols of the Lamb and Kid, 

Of petulant Delight, the circling Mare 110 q $i? 
(Bruſh'd off its Dews) ferræy. All Nature Fr L; 
With double Day delighted. Chief, on Mun 
The Goddeſs ray yd herſelf: He; wond' ring, feels 
His Heart i in ain n Ow 8 
In Laud, ee, Sebi 9211 
Obedient to the Muſick in his Veins. 

Thus, when at firſt, the inſtantaneous Light 
Sprung from the Voice of Go p, and, —_ dane 
Its golden Mantle round the riſing Ball, | 
The cumb'rous Maſs, ſhot hi vital Warm 
And plaſtick Energy, to motion rolle 
The drowzy Elements, and active Rule 
Sudden the Morning Stars, together, ſang, 

And ned all the Sons no God for . 


ens 2 1 io If ze”) 


* as, ? 4 0 
— 2 . x „ * £544 5 ＋ £ . 
7 1 * 1 1 
„ — 4 © es £ BS a 
- s 


Enters Hygeia,” aid her n 

With ping Figs wc my Beal ad Healy 
Three Drops into my Mouth infus d, unſeen, / 
amg nm 
| ena att tid e. ney 
Trickling, yet flow, away; and-looſen'd Froſts | | 
The genial Impreſs feel of vernal Suns . 
Relenting to the Ray; my torpid limbs 140 1 

re Healing Virtue of Hyge:a's Hand 
And falutary Influence perceive, | 
Inſtant to wander through the whole. My Heart 
Begins to melt, o'er-running into Joy, —_ 
Late froze with Agony. Kind Tumults ſeize | 
My Spirits, conſcious of returning Health, 
And dire Diſeaſe abating from the Cells 
And mazy Haunts of Life. The judging 505 


A the e and my Hope * 
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The hoſtile Humours ceaſe to bubble der 
Their big-diſtended Channels; quiet now - 
And ſinking into Peace. The Organs heave 
| Kindlier with Life: And Natures/Pubrlck miar:: 
To Diſſolution ſhatter d, and its Mould 
I To Duſt diſſolv d, tho not its priſtine Strengtng 
(The luſty Vigour of its healthy Prime) 
Vet gentle Force recovers ; to maintain, 
Againſt the Tyrant- nnen. Aſſaults. 
The Fort of Life. --- But Darkneſs, preſent all, 
And abſent ſweet Nabe, beſt Med cine, Sep, 
Forbid 151 Heart the full Carouſe of Joy: 


y 


ce Soft Pow r of Mb adit ar. 

Kind Nurſe of Nature whither art thou fled, 

A Stranger to my Senſes, weary'd out 

With Pain, and aking for thy Preſence ? _ 

O come embrace me in thy liquid Arms; 
Exert thy drowry Virtue, wrap-my Limbs | 
| In downy Indolence, and bathe in Balm, 5 80 

Faſt- flowing from th Abundance of thy h Horn, 


With 
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00 it — beak 
Than 3 A Poets feign) 1221 
With Honey and with Milk ſupply d a 1 
Thy Couch of Pappies atteal thyſelf on me, or AN 
(in rory Miſts ſuffur d and Clouds of Gold) 
On me, thou mildeſt Cordial of the World? vo D ienx 


The Shield hin Eher, in the ce Prad, 2 
By Thee, the Soldier, bred in Iron- war, 
Nor envies e her Bed an b 
Rock d by the Blaſt; and cabbin'd in the ee flo + 
The Sailor huggs Thee to the name Maſt; 
Of Shipwreck negligent, while Thou art kind. 
The Captive's Freedom, r“ the Labourer's Hire; 
The Beggar's Store; the Miſcr's better Gold); 
The Health of Sickneſs;-and the Youth of Age! 
At thy Approach the wrinkled Front of Care 
n into the eee eee 42 


n 
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And, flranger far! the eon 3 


Beneath his Weight aer de W 


What Guilt i is mine, that 1 low am wake, t Dan 


Ev'n tho my Eyes are ſeal'd,” am wake alone? 


Ah ſeal'd, but not by Thee ! The World is dumb; 


Erhard by Air, an awful Silence rules, 

Still as thy Brother's Reign, or Foot of Time ; 
En Nightingales are mute, and Lovers reft, © 
Stcep'd in thy Influence, and ceaſe to ſigh, 

Or only figh in Slumbers. Fifteen Nights 
The Moon has walk d in Glory oer the Sky ; 


Since, gentle Slep, 1 felt thy cordial Dea. 


To ſooth me with thy Softneſs ; to o'erſhade 


Thy Suppliant with thy Pinions: or at leaſt, :, 


8 Lightly to wil OR witty Wand. 


So, full and See may the rd iis 


With Poppres bluſh, nor feel a Tarquin's Hand. 
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So may the Weſt-Wind's Sigh, th murm' ring Brook, 
The Melody of Birds, Janthe's Lute, | 5550 

And W n be all the Sounds 

Nor Boreas bluſter, nor the Thunder ha | 

Nor Screcch-Owi flap his Wing, nor pos ir 

As F eee e 

Of Pain, Vexation, Care, and Anguiſh comes ! 

He hovers in the lay Air: — He meln 
nm my Saks c — N eh 


e — Heav'ns! * Day reſtor's | 
To my deſiring Eyes? their Lids, unglew'd, 
Admit the long-loſt Light, now ſtreaming in 
Painfully clear O check the rapid Glam 
Stronger and ſtronger, dares imbibe the 8un, 
Nor, wat'ring, twinkles at unfolded Day. 

* Night collects her Reign, 
* 2 | Oppreſ 
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eee with ot 
Young 0 —— in furry $poils inroll d, 

Shagged and warm, firſt ſpies th mperfect Bluſ 

Of op ning Light, exulting; ſearce her Eyes 
Th' unbounded Tide of Splendor covers; fair, 
*i expanded Hemiſphere; and fills her Sight + Hic 


With Gladneſs, while * _ Haag _ 


Sigh, all-expreſlin dene. — ng Senſs 


Thrills from Jonthe's Hand; at Handere Lyre 


1 the Ear; tho Smell from n, 'd * 
Sparkling from Burgundy's exalted Vines, 
Streams ne on the Palate: . O Sigbt ! 


| Without Thee; Nature 1 — Gloom. 


Whatever ſmiles om Earth, or ſhines in Heav'n, | 57 


From Star of Ven to: Adonis Flowr; 


Whayer * ä . warm 
10 


80 "BE JV 1 


2 


ot 
* .. 


To rich Maturity; gay A 


Into the Lap of Plenty, or i Horn; 5581 Work 


Winter's majeſtic Horrors; —. all nn 
All varying in Order's pleaſing 
In * A — ae: 


* CE 
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And now + pain Health, with kind a, 
My fever-weaken'd Joints/and languid Linibs: 


New-brace. Live Vigour and auxiliard Nervs 


. 9 1 5 7 = 2 + "pt 
Sinew the freſhen'd Frame in Bands of Steel. + © 


From baſer Dregs refin d, and droſſy Scum, * © 77577 0 


Flames more refulgent, and admits the n 
Of Majeſty to dignify the Gold, wg 
CESAR or GxroRGE| the n "= e r 


Enamel d, not deform d, from Sickneſ Rage 
More manly Features borrows, and a Grace”? 


Seyere, yet worthier of its Sovereign Form. 
The Patriarch of Lx, Son of the Morn, 
Envy'd of Lucifer, by Sores and Blanes 

Sharply improv'd, 10 fairer Honours roſe; 
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Leſs his Beginning bleſt than latter End. 
How late a tortur q Lump of baloful. F, 
The Soul immerg d in one inactive Maſs | 
Of breathing Blanes, ch Prue of ns, 185 
Each intellectual Spark and ſiery Sece 
Of Reaſon, Mem ry, Judgment, Taſte * Wi, 
Extinct and ſmother d in unwieldy Clay - 

Scarce animated: and (O Bleſſing!) now : | 

I ſeem to tread the Winds; to oyertake 

The empty Eagle in her early Chaſe, |, 

Or nimble-trembling Dove, from N B a. 

In many a rapid, many a n f 
Wheeling precipitant: I leave n 
— — 2 Mis 
The bounding Bether- Roe. The eee « Min, 15 
Effluence eſſential of Heat and Light!) | 
Not mounts a loftier Wing, when Fancy I 

The glitt ring Track, „ eee e. 0 
Excurſive: He empyreal Air inh ales 
Earth fading from his Flight ciumghan an 
Amid the Panp of Planetary Worlds, 


Ranging 
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Ranging Iyfinitude, beyond the Stretch 
OfNEwrTon's Ken, — 


And, gaining on the; Neva, enjoys His E, 


The Winter of Diſeaſe all pad away, 

The Spring of Health, in bloomy Pride, calls forth 
Emboſom d Bliſs, of roſy- winged Praiſe | 
The rifing Incenſe, the umpaſſion'd Glance | 
of Gratitude, the Pant of Honour, quick 
With emulating Zeal; the florid Wiſh 
For ſacred Happineſs, and cordial Olo 
From conſcious Virtue felt : all the ſweet Train nds. v 
Of Vernal Solitude's ging Walks, 5 Sn, 
Bet nenen and ee of nam ar 


The End of the Fourth Dope: © 
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Pag. 270. . The Son f Lgbt. 
"iy 2 . 


Licht is the firſt· born E all Creatures, and-itis:common- 
ly obſerved that the Apgels were created at the ſame Period 
of Time. St. Auſtm'thinks them meant under FAT Lox, Lt 
there be Light: De Civitate Dei, /. xi. c. 9. This indeed is 

only conjectural, and we have no Article of the Apoſtles Creed 
which dire&s upon any Conſiderations of Angels; becauſe per- 
haps it exceeds the Faculties of Men to underſtand their Na- 
ture, and it may not conduce much to our practical Edifica- 
tion to know them. Yet however this Obſervation may ſerve 
to illuſtrate thar 3 Paſſage in the Book of Fob: When 
the Morning-Stars ſang together, 0 all the Sons of God ſhoute 
for Foy. n rt 

Pag. 276. — — To priſtine White relume. 


White lias been accounted in all Ages the peculiar Tincture 
of Innocence, and white Veſtments worn by Perſons delegated 
for ſacred Offices, &c. When our Saviour was transfigured 
before his Diſciples, his Raiment became ſhining, exceeding 
|  - white as Snow, Mark, chap. ix. 3. When he aſcended into 
| Heaven, the Angels deſcended in white Apparel, Acts i. 10. 
[ And to the Spouſe of the Lamb was granted that ſhe ſhould be ar- 
| ray d in fine Linen, clean and white, which is the Righteouſneſs of 
* the Saints, Rev. xix. ver. $,14.. Hence the Cuſtom of the pri- 
mitive Church of Cloathing the Perſons baptized in white 


Garments. 


| 


= 
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Inde Parens ſacro ducens de fonte Sacerdos 
_ Infa nes, niveo corpore, mente, habitu. 
Paulinus, Epiſt. xii. 


The Heathens 2 likewiſe a great Regard to White: = | 


Colo albus „n Deo charw eſt. 
+ Cicero de 9 Lib. u. 


1 un aras far veſt Sacerdor i 
1 e dire. Silius Teal. Lib u. 


Delius hic 4 candenti ele Sarerdos 1 
Occurrit. Valerius Hacc. Lib. fl. 


And nor only the prieſts Für like wiſe thoſe who pela 
at the Sacrifices and | paid thelr Deyotions ro their Gods: 3 


r res, ICH. ran RR. 


Cemite fulgentes ut eat ſacer agnus 44 ara, 
+; Dining Phe oled candida Turba comes. 


4 And Ovid: | Ar * 
Digui candida Turks . : Y a. Lib. Wow 
T ſhall mw add one Paſſage, from Plautw : 
Ergo æquius vos erat 

; G venire, hoſtiataſque ad hoc 
| F Fanum. © | Rudenſ. Act. i. Sc. 5. 
Pag. 279. Touch d my Breaſt and * 
0 Three e &c. i; | 
a HHygeia here performs her Office in the very Manner he was 
if order d by Mercy. I have, after the Manner of Homer, uſed 
. e fame Ex e e over again, as when ſhe received the 

Mandate. The Father of Poetry conſtantly makes his Enyoys 


oblerve this * as a Mark of PE and Reſpect. 
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Pag. 281. Than Amalthea's, Angs 1 $155 6.4 bp 

_ Amalthea the Daughter of Melifſus King of Crete, and Nurſe 
of Fupiter, who fed him with Goats-Milk and Honey. But 
this Story is differently related. See Strabo, I. 4. Diodor. Si- 
cul. I. iv. c. 5. and Ovid. Faſt. l. v. It is very remarkable that 
the Tranſlation of the Septuagint uſes the Expreſſion Anal- 
thed's Horn, for the Name of Job's third Daughter Keren-hap- 
puc (lo called from. her Beauty) alluding to a Grecian Fable 
invented long after; Fob ch. the laſt, ver. 14. The fame Tranſ- 
lation likewiſe mentions Arachne in the ninetieth Pſalm, and tk 
Verſe, which Image is left out in all our late Verſions. A 
Chriſtian Poet therefore may ſurely be excuſed for uſing the 
Word Ambroſia, &c. or drawing Metaphors or Compariſons 
from the Pagan Mythology in a ſerious Compoſition ; which 
is the Practice of Milton and ſome of the beſt Poets. The 
Fault only is, when the Poet weaves the Heathen Fables with 
the Fewiſh and Chriſtian Truths. As when Sannaxarius intro- 
duces the Furies, Cerberus, 8c. into his Poem (which is other- 
| wiſe a very fine one) De Partu Virginis. And likewiſe when 
Camoens blends the Adventures of Bacchus with the Miracles of 
Chrift, &c. in his Luſied. But this by the by. © 
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The Graue cannot prove Tur z; Death « cannot cele- 


brate Thee. The Lu , the Lung. He ſhall 2 
Thee, as 1 this De. 5 


Poetry. Hymn ta the ever-blefied and gloriou 


| as Mediator and Redeemer : 3dty, to Go th 
_ Holy Gos, 45 Sandyficr. and Comſorter 
 Conclufion, 
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Argument of the Fifth Boot 


* E E Hecls which the Reftoration of Health 

ought zo have in the Solitudes „ Spring, 
Rival Proſpect Excurfion zo the Battle a 
Tournay. Refleftions. on the Abuſes of modern 


TaINITY: if, 10 Gop the FATHER, a 
Creator and Preſerver: 2dhy,. 70 'Gop the 80 N, 
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Oft - viſited by me; by all, 10 296ml WA 
Toucl?d by the Muſe :)' from Nig Retreats,. 
Where 1 NATURE's BARD the Seaſons on his Page 

i Stole from the 7707's fich Hand: or We huyn:Groves, 

Where YounG, the Friend of virtue and of Man, 
Sows with poetick Stars the Nigirhy Song. 
To Phebus dear ar is own Day! and drowns 
The Nightingale's Gimplaint in fadder' Strains | 1» 
And ſweeter Elegance of Woe,” O come W 
1 Ir. Janes 1 honſon, | 


1 
| 
| 
| 
| 
j 


———— . , tl . ——²r˙¹f es,-sooo 


Now Ew ning mildly-ftill and ſofter Suns 
(While every Breeze is flowing Balm) invite 
To taſte the fragrant'Spirit of the Spring | 
Salubrious ; from Mead or Hawthorn-hedge 
Aromatiz'd, and pregnant with Delight 
No lefs than Health. And what a Proſpect round 
Swells 1 on the cheriſh'd Eye! 
A univerſal Bluſh! a Wafte of Sweets 
How Ave the Flow'rs, and, as the hecho 
Wave a ſoft Luſtre on their Parent-ſiu, 
| And thank him with their Odours for bis Beams; 
Mili Image of himſelf! reflected Woe 
* —— fair, and moms mild! 


Hark! Cn 
With-undulating Anſwer, ſoft or load. 
The mocking Semblance of thi e 
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The Magazines of Proteus forth, and builds £1 
Huge Cafes in the Air ; while Veſſels fai! 
| Spacious, along the fluid Element; <a 
bee, ini oniy.emmnitndls 
Speckled i Ten thoufand inconſiſtent Shapes 7 
Shift on the Eye, and through the Welkin roll. 


Here tufted Hills !-there ſhining Villas riſe, 
Circling ; and Temples, ſolemn, fill the Mind 
With Beauty, Splendor, and religious Awe! 
Peace o'er the Plains expands nnn 
W and buxom Plenty n around! 


Far different Objects morty the Eye 
Along thy Borders, Scheld: (with William's Tan 


Ennobled, Tears from brave Humanity 

And Royal Pity drawn ! nor of his Blood] 
Leks prodigal 1) Inſtead of herbag'd Plains, 
Of lowing Vallies, and of fleecy Hills: 
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What Magazines of Death! what flaming Swords 
| Deſtruction brandiſn; what a burniſhd Glare 
Of Horror wanders round; what Carnage vile 
Of dubitable Limbs; what groaning Pes 
Of dying Warriors on th' enſanguin'd 3 | 
(Ev'n Sons of Britain, Chiefs of high Renown) ) 
Grov'ling in Duſt, and with ammartial Fires Al 
| Sheer blaſted! O 'tis pitiful to sight! 
It ſmites the honeſt Brain and Heart! The Cloud, 
'Belch'd from the brazen Throat of War, uad hide, 
Induftrious, the Ruin which i it ſpreads, 1 4 V | ; 
As if aſham'd of Maſſaere But hark 
What dire Exploſion tears th' embowel'd _ 
And rumbles from th' infernal Caves? The Roar 
Of And's troubled Caverns, when ſhe heaves _ _ 
dnia from her matble Pillars, fixd 
jj On the Foundations of the ſolid Earth, __ 
d Thetis bellows from her diſtant Des. 
ll Oferwhelm the Ear! -— A Mine with deadly Stores 
| Infuriate, burſt; and a whole ſquadron'd Hoſt 
Whirk d through the riven Air. A-buman Show'r... 


With ſmouldry Smoak enroll'd and wrapt in Fe, 
To cover Earth with Deſolation-drear |< | 


Curſt be the Man, the Monk, the Son of Hell, 
The triple Much ! "whoſe mechanic Brain, 
Maliciouſly inventive, from its Forge, 
Of cruel Steel, the ſulphur Seeds of Wrath 
Flaſh'd on the World, and taught-us how to kill; 
To hurl the blazing Ruin, to diſgorge "A! 

From ſmoaking Braſs the ragged Inſtruments - 
Of Fate, in Thunder, on the mangled Files 
Of gallant Foes : the Cowardice of Hell 
And, what the bar#rous Nations never knew, 
(Tho' nouriſh'd by the Tigers, and their Tongues 
Red with the Gore of Lions) to involve 
The holy Temples, the religious Fanes, 
To Hallujabs ſacred and to Peace, | 
With dreadleſs Fires. Shudd'ring the Angels weep | 
At Man's Impiety, and ſeek the Skies: | 
They weep! while Man, couragiou wn aa | 
—_ at the Infant Witting on his Spear; 
Pp 9 
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Bluſh, bluſh! or own Deucalion for thy Sire. 


Yet ſhould. Rebellion, burſting from the Caves 

Of Erebus, uprear her Hydra. Form 

To poiſon, Liberty, thy Light divine; + 

And hiſs againſt the Throne by Heav'n's own Hand 
Eftabliſh'd, and Religion Heav'n-Reforn!d, | 
BR1TANNIA! feſcue Earth from ſuch a Bane: 
Exert thy ancient Spirit; urge thyſelf 

Into the Bowels of the glowing War, 

Sweep her from Day to multiply the Fiends, 
And ſcare the Damn'd! -- and Thou! the Gop of Hoſts 
Supreme! the Lord of Lords, and King of Kings! 5 
Thy People, thy Anointed with thy Shield |. | 
And fave us in the Hollow of thy Hand!! 
M7 1 wil 
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With Rebel- Blood. The Battle is thy own 5 +, 
When Virtue, Liberty, Religion call: BE ATTEIEHS 
Thine is the Victory: the Glory thine ! 
Of Violence and Waſte: my friening Eyes 8 7402 
Have loſt the Beauties uf the vernal Meer e 

3 181 : 2 2215 17 beblig n 4 £3 2011 3 


Sweet are the Beauties of the vernal View 1 2259 Ot 
And yet Devotion wafts to nobler Themes, Baigatn oT 
And lifts the Soul to Heavn ! For ho, untouchd., 
With mental Adoration, Aa werd U ſlabliqi al 
This RAGE Witndof a God' bal. ans 1 . ettione 


ese 
5 


When Mediation Jed him hroughthe Fils 192Wl al 
dweetly in pious Mufihgs-loft, adore «4 bal od) 
My G op! for Meditationis06 poor, © ͤ 59110257, 
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Plato cou d meditate ; a nee moe? 


| (OLD TATLANG: * 


| Methinks I hear, cm _ modern me 
Or rather Pagan: Tho ideal Sounds 
Soft- wafted on RY Rr —_ 


New from e gilded Miſts exhal'd ; 
Tho' gently. o'er the Academic Gi WG 093 ons RoW? 


The magic Echoes of unbodied Th gh 
Roll their light .Billows through th unwounded 
In mildeſt Undulations ] yet a 1 Pri. | 
Taſteleſs and peeviſh, - with his Jar Td 1401 | 
Scorns Academus;| tho'dts Flore beſto , | 
On Hybla Nectar, purer than her o.] n, NE, by = = 
F rom Plat honey<dropping'T ongue anürd fiche f 
in copious Streams, ee, ee See 


(Tho learn'd — Cl6iſh TI'S; 
Attentive on, as \faras Natur leads: 20 1 d 3 55 
And Plato, for a Heatben, nobler c nd ods wl. 
d * very eee of aur Diſciples of Socrates, Than 


Toe. Gn ͤĩ -m ̃ĩ g The vr” 
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A Prieſt dares tell you, Salem hallow'd Walks, 


And that illumin'd Mountain, where a Go, 
The God of my Salvation, and I hope pe 
Of thine, unutterable Beauty beam d, 


(Tho ſhaded from Exceſs of Deity; - 1 4 he 


Too fierce for mortal-aking:Eyes:to: prove 
The Ruth of Glory) me, deſirous, drar 
From Athen's Out, to 


s myſtic Due. 
Thou ſing of Nature, and the moral hams 


Gild with thy painted Muſe: My Fingers litt 


The Lyre to Go pl Jenova! ELOI MI! 
Truth is my Leader; only Fancy, thine 


I quit the Myrtle, for a Starry Crown. 


e infected Damp 


*. 


Will hark me for this Preaching ; nor diſdain 
To breath itſelf in Pray 1, as low as mine $257 ne nul 


From 


"= - L 
wo * 


FATHER of Haun and Earth Coval Sou! 
And co-exiſting 8SpIRI TI Yul e 1 oO 


Inhabiting Eternity! Shall Duſty 8010 to 5 
O for a Dauias Heart, and Tongue of Hre TT 
To rival Angels'in my Praiſe a 
Yet Love immenſe, and Gratitade, with 1 pls 
Religious mix d, ſhall elevate the Hymn, 

My Heart enkindle, and inſpire my ene 
| Te T 

FarnZz-CRBATORI who — 

But catches Inſpiration! Thou the Eart k 
On n h Sl bu“ 
"1 "Bois ids cn 
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Flung on thy Orb, ; the Si, f Drops, 
ag: Bs Fu -_ To 
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To light the Stars, and feed their filver Urns d Ar 
With unexhauſted Flame; to bid them ſhine 
Eternal in their Courſes, o'er the Blue 
Which mantles Night, and oO us to n 
With roſcid Radiance. They, harmonious r 
In Majeſty of Motion, ſolemn, loud, 
The univerſal Hallelujah: Sphere, 
In lucid Order, quiring feet to Sphere. 
Deep- felt and loftier than a Serapls Song; Aridi 251 
The Symphony of well- according Worlds:! 
But Man, thy Beam, thy Breath, thy Image, ſhines / | 
The Crown, the Glory, and the Lord of Al; 
Of all below the Stars l a Plant, from Heyn 
Traduc d, to ſpread the Riches of its Bloom | 
er Earth, and water'd with æthereal Dews; 

„ Aliment! The Birds | —_ bak 
Warble among his Boughs ; the Cattle, fafe, - ; 
wt vithin.his _ and en 3 

— fniling my hs ſrangled Spheres, and Man 
Their 8 Creator ba but praiſe how long, 


_ Unleſs 


„% — Bev E M 8) 


Preſerver mnfoute ? By Thee unleſs I bfuatxany 8s 5 
Upheld, the Earth-wou'd;from her Baſis reel; 


— 


The Spheres Ragan ects, a Orbs 


(Void of thy Foſtering fires) bilde) Fm au 50 
To Duſt be moulder d: Chaos wou d reſume * | 
Her ancient Anarchy; Con 
And Darkneſs fwallow ALI. In Ter we lye, 
In Thee we ene ge eee TY 
The Pillar of our — OY . "EN? | 
A Neighbour oy when I forget 
The Wonders 6f thy Goodneſs ee 0 mA 100 

| And Ib -with: Marin-Harp Bt 
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Idly, my Finger, preſs the fretted' Gold 1 25 
When indolent, to ſwell the Notes for Thee, 
Far HE R Of Heav'n and Earth ! — Cogvat Son! 
Not leſs thy F111 a1, Likeneſs I adore; 
Nor from vp: Father's. m—_ * tg, 

Of eat Time, wy Father's — 509A 
(Sprung from Omniſcience!) to appeaſe, for M 
Upright as yet, to mediate, been d ORs 
Unbounded Love i in Thee; u 1 Lore 
Contracted to the Meaſure of a 8 

lnnenſity of Gop RR A, and thy hin 

And wonder, O ye Heav'ns! ſhall , whoſe Rr 
For vv can tell?) whoſe Looks divine illumnme 
Of gane dns loom rene w-. 
Shall I, whoſe vial Smiles with Splendor-fill | 2:8 
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The Circuits of Creation, a ſuſtain | A JA 

| Th! Abodes of all Exiſtence, vom Dept 

Of Hell beneath, above Heav'n's higheſt Orb, 

With Life, and Health, and Joy | — to Go 
Dear as his Eye and Heart, engraven there 

Deep from Eternity; alone Belov dd. 
Alone Begotten | fay, ſhall e ew! 

A Man of Grief -- for Mun? nay more his Fe, 
Had chain'd my Tongue to filence, if the kae, 1 
Of tendereſt Pity and of warmeſt Love N 
Provok d not penſive Meaſures, ſadder Strain: od! 
Of Elegiack-Sorrow, with the Them 
my varying. Take, are redecm'd! 
Fly, zy to — and incl hi Woe © mhnow | 
To Cedror's Murmurs. Thence, extend thy Flight 
To Golgotba's accurſed Tree. | Behold ! 

Clouds roll'd on Clouds of Wrath — wen 
Of an offended Gol) His Beauties ſhade; 

| 1. 1 n 
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Sweet to the Soul as. Manna to the Taſte, _ 1 2441 
As Pride of Summer-Flow'r to Sight or Smell! 
Bchind this ſhadowing Cloud, this ir Gloom, 
The Sharon Roſe,” dy'd in the Blood of Heavy n. 
The Lilly of the Vally, bite from Stain, 
Bows the fair Head, in Loveline Peng 
And, ſweetly languiſhing, it drocps and dies, 

But darkneſs veils the Sun : a Curtain draw. 

Before the Pafſionz beyond Wonder ante... fiat) 
Great beyond Silence ! - (Awe-ſtruck pa awhile =. 
And heavy as the Burthen of aur Sins ! — 

"Tis fint/Þ d1 — Ch 
Let holy Anthem-Airs inſpire the Hymn, 

Ghry in Heav'n! Redemption to Mankind, 

And Peace on Earth! Dominion! Blefling! Praiſe! ! 
Thankſgiving ! ! Pow'r !! Salvation to our Gop! ! 
Salvation to our Gop, and to the Lamb ! 7 IS: 
And, co-exiſting SpiRIT! Thou, whoſe Breath | | 
My Voice informs, ſhall it be mute to Tee, M 
Eternal Paraclete? in Order, 4%. 
Equal in Glory to Omnipoten ge 
df: Qq2 The 


ange the Lyre, the Numbers i 
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| The Firf,"as to the Second; and from Both | 
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plic WE 


To Learning, Night; to Faith, the noon-tide Day 
Saul of the Univerſe ! thy Wiſdom, firſt; © 


The Rage compos d of warring : Kiener | 


(The Subject of a br future Son) = 

Yon all- ſurrounding Heavns with ee | 
And diſciplin'd Array; dividing Night 

From Day, their Ordinances ſtabliſh'd ſure. 


O Gov, the Waters ſaw Thee, and affraid, 


Into their Channels ſhrunk, (capacious Bed 


Of liquid Element!) and od their Bounds | 


Impaſſable, as that eternal Gußꝰ 


mixt Bliſs and Woe. - The Paier « or rener 


thy Beams 


Largely imbib'd, when, Dovelike, cer io Ha, 


ERIE ee JEU IEe" 
1 The ELIZUEN TS, A Poem: u Four Books, 


Th 
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Thy mantling Wings diffus d their — Hues; 
And ABBA glorify d his Ou Son, 4. 
VWell-leaſed.— From a ty: Tongs of cleven Fire - 

And glowing as the Summer Blaze at Noon. 

The ruſhing Winds, on all their Wings convey'd 

As, erſt, the Dome, low-ſtooping to its Baſe, 

Before thy mighty Preſence Jearn'd to bend. 
Thou, from the Morning-Womb, upon our Souls, | 


Barren and dry, thy Sanctifying Des, 
Abroad, in ſilent Softneſs ſheds : the Dews 
Of Low union, uncorrupted a | 


Hence flope the e ea; 
Like Incenſe, riſing fragrant on the Throne, 

From golden Viali pour d, by Elder Hands! 
Extin& thy influential Radiance, Sin, 


denke on de Soul, + Meck as Hell, 4 
Holds 


#4 MRS HJ . 4 . e gf * 
N . 13 % 4 . * ; 22 
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Holds godleſs Anarchy: by Thee reſin d, inen 
ucenc d, ſublim'd, and ſanctifyd, the Soul - - - / 
Invites the HoL1zsT (O Abyſs of Love = 
To chuſe a Temple, purer than the Sun, 
Incorruptible, formed not by Hands. | 
Where beſt He loves to dwell. — Thou all my Bed, 
Moſt holy Comforter ! in Sickneſs ſmooth'd, 
And Violet-Buds, and Roſes, without Thorns 
 Showr'd round the n From Darkneſs and the 
; Volo mo! Lot who Wain ds ag 
. Of Comfort, thy refreſhing Right-Hand led Ys 
ps COON Eats t 


To Light ltord, e Breath of Hears, 


Beneath thy Olive-Boughs; in —— 8 flow, 
— -eopa of 


Not unapprov'd! For Wiſdom's ſteady Ray, 
1 | ow 
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Th enlight'ning Gift of Tongues, the ſacred Fires 
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NOTES AND ALLUSIONS. 


. Pac 295: {Long thy Borders, Scheld —— 
This was written at the Time of the Siege of Tourney. 
Pag. 300. —— = — Plato could meditate. 


Far be it from me to ſpeak with Diſreſpe& of this Pagan 
Philoſopher. For my Ls could almoſt declare my Ad- 
ol . 50 of Plato's — Deſcrip 55 25 * Words 
o obnſon. on Fhaleſpear: To ju 5 my own 
candour, I honour his Memory 7 5 60 ſide Idotarry ) 45 
| ng as any.” See his Diſcoveries, Vol. II. Fol. of his Wot 

ag. 98. 

I only here wou'd obſerve how ally, r not to ſay impiouſly 
ſome modern Writers ſeem to take pains to recommend Pl 
tos Ideal Moralit r Oppoſition to . glorious Dodrines ſo 
fully reveal'd in the Holy Scriptures. | 


Pag. 300.  Philodemus. 


Alluding to Q. Sefanw's admirable Satires; * n 
much ſuch another Character under this Name. The true Au- 
thor, as we are inform d by Monſ. Blajnville in his curious Tra- 
vels, is Monſ. Sergardi, 8 of the fineſt and politeſt Gentle · 
men of Rome; by Philodemus, he means one Gravina, an athei- 

ſtical Pretender to Philoſo phy, the Greek Language, &c. He 
thus makes him boaſt of himſelf, as if be drew = e Principls 
of bis Syſtem from Socrates, 


Cl 


th 


Motes and Aub. 313 


Nos etenim (puto jam noſti) dofti ſumm, & guns 
Socratich _ tractandos Seay mens arte 


See Q. Sectani "mg ** vol. I. Sat. I, lib. i, 
v. x08, Ce. | 


Pag. 30. « — Soul of the Unizaſe.. 


The Heathens ul give the "ROO? of ae or 
Spirit to Gd. os 3 
Thus Vigil: 4 7 
| Cirlum & terram 13 . 
Lucentemque globum luna, Tae *. 
Spiritus intùs agit. 
That lie means God by Spirit, appeats: from another Place; 
—— . ite per mes | 
g Ferran 2 maris cœlumque „ | 
And Zeno's Opinion i is very remarkable ; 


| Onve e meals du ꝙ n re bh. Wh x jk 
See Lactantius, B. vii. c. 3. and Die Lam 
me” in- the Life of Zeno. 
Pag. 308. Moving the Waters 173 thee oer their 8. a. ti 


Cicero tells us that it was Thales's Opinion that God was the 
Spirit which created all Things from the Water. Thales aquam 
rir eſſe initium rerum, Deum autem efſe Mentem inen 
euncta _— De Nat. Deor. I. I. * 


Pag. 309. ——— Before thy mighty Preſence, &c. . 


The very Heathens imagin'd a Commotion in Nature at 
the Preſence of the Deity. 


£ 
* * 


„ 
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Cum ſonitu venir, ruere omnia viſa repenti. 
And in another Place, Virgil : 


Dix ea fatus eram, tremere omnia viſa repentè 
Liminaque lauruſque Dei, totuſque moveri 


Mons circum. EKneis, lib. 3. 
So likewiſe Status:: | SHER aL 
Mirabar cur templa mihi tremuere Diane. 
| | WEE Theb. lib. 4. 
And Seneca: N 
— mugit 2 fundo folumi, 
Tonat dies ſerenus, ac totis domus . 2 
Vt fracta tecis erepuit. Thyeſtes, Act. II. 
Pag. 309. —— Thow from the Morning-Womb, c. 


Pſalm cx. 3. This is a noble Metaphor to expreſs the Beau- 
ties and Graces of the Holy Spirit. So that From the Womb 
of the Morning” in the Pſalmiſt, ſignifies this: From the hea- 
venly Light of the Goſpel, which is the Wing or Beam where- 
by the Sun of Righteouſneſs revealeth himſelf, and breaketh 

out upon the World, the People ſhall adorn themſelves from 
the firſt Forming of Chriſt in them, with the Dews of Grace, 
and the Gifts and Emanations of the Holy Ghoſt : which are 
Love, Joy, Peace, Long-Suffering, Gentleneſs, Goodneſs, 
Faith, Meekneſs, Temperance. Gal. v, 22, &c. When the 
Spirit of Chriſt bloweth thus upon us, and the Dews of Grace 
are poured into our Hearts, then the Spices flow out, which 
2 from the holy Duties and ſpiritual Infuſions, mention d 


Pag. 30. — From Elder- Hand. 
Rev. v. 8. The four and twenty Elders fell down before the 


282 


Lamb, having every one of them Harps and golden vials ar 
1 e | 0 
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of Odours, which are the Prayers of the Saints; that is, the 
Prayers of good Men are as grateful to God as Incenſe from 
the Tabernacle. So David, Pf. xiv, 2. Let my Prayer be di- 
reted to thee as Incenſe. 5 5 


Pag. 310. Beneath thy Olive-Branch, &c. | 


Allading to the two Olive- Branches in Zecharia; ch. iv, 
ver. 11 and 12, which empty the golden Oil out of themſelves. 
Amongſt other Expoſitions of which Words, Junius and Tar> - 
noxius interpret them, to mean the various Gifts and Effuſions 
of the Holy Spirit, which are, by Chriſt, deriv'd upon the 
Church. For Chriſt is called the Mefigh, on Account of his 
being anointed with the Oil of Gladneſs ; Pf. xiv, 8. And St. 
John ſpeaketh thus of the Holy Ghoſt : Ir have an Unction from 
the Holy Ons; 1 John ii. 20. The anointing which je received 
from him, abideth in you ; John, c. ii. v. 27. | „ 


To Conclude; a Recovery from the SMart-Pox a few Years 
ago, gave Occaſion to the preceding Poem, I only at firſt 
(in Gratitude to the GREAT PuysIClan of Souls and Bodies) 
deſigned to have publiſhed this Hymn to the TxIx IT upon 
a Recovery from Sickneſs. But the Subject being very exten- 
five, and capable of admitting ſerious Reflections on the frail 
State of Humanity, I expatiated farther upon it. It cannot 
be ſuppos'd that I ſhould treat upon Sickneſs in a medicinal, 
but only in a deſcriptive, a moral, and religipus Manner : the 
Verſification is varied accordingly : the deſcriptive Parts being 
more poetical; the moral, more plain; and the religious, for 
the moſt Part, drawn from the Holy Scriptures. I have juſt 
taken ſuch-Notice of the Progreſs of the Smal-Pox, as may 
gire the Reader ſome ſmall Idea of it, without offending his 
Imagination. Theſe few Notes are not iatended for the 
learned Reader, but added, to aſſiſt thoſe who may not be fo 
well acquainted with the claſſical and other Alluſions. I don't 
remember to have ſeen any other Poem on the ſame Subject to 
lead me on the Way, and therefore, it is to be hoped, the 
Hod natur d Reader will more readily excuſe its Blemiſhes. 


Rx 2 I have 


Notes and Allufons. 


I have here added, by Way of Concluſion to tha Notes, 2 
Hort Hymn written (when wy ng) in the great Epidemic 
| Cold in 1732. 


; 3 16 


An MT in Sickneſs. 


— 


O LoD! to > Thee T i my Sul, 
To Thee direct my Eyes, , 

While Fate in every Vapour rolls, 
And fick ning Nature ſighs. 


i II. : 
Ev'n Air, the Vehicle of Life, 
| The ſoft Receſs of Breath, 
Is made the Harbinger of Fate, 5 
And poiſon d Dart of Death. 


5 III. 
No gentle Strains relieve my Ears: 
But hark! the 2 
In à long, ſadly-ſolemn Knell, 
Alarms anew my Soul. 5 


IV. ; 
No lavely Pr els meets my E 
.: -. - Bat . Fear, 0 25 
Atended with the bollow Pomp 
Of DT and Deſpair. 


V. a 
| hy Sine wide fe, in Ee e 0 
In ghaſtly Guiſe alarm; Lake 
The ple Sins of wanton Touth, 
een, . 


3 fk / WO" their . EB 
| My GOD ! thy Mercy lend; f 
Let Hope her healing Wings diffuſe; þ find, ; 
O ſnatch me . the F lend ! * 
Ia 


— 


nua and 2 "ano 


vn. 


1 feel, I fee Thy ſaving Health : 


New Raptures fill my Heart : 


A ſhining Train of Bliſs ſucceeds ; 


2 gloomy Scenes depart. 
VIII. 


The ' fraining Coughs this mortal Fame 


To Diſſolution bring, 


; Tet dreary Death in vain affrights 


And points in vain bis Sting : 


IX. 
If gracious Heaven «t that [ud Hur 
1 Its e ian Arm extend; Soul, 
Angels watch my —_ 
And 2 me at my End. 
R. 


OLoxp, or let me live or die, 


Holy Will be done! 


But let me live alone to TEE, 


And die in TREE alone. 


— ) 
— -. ( OR P! f 
P % ( % A, 
IJ 1 ; . 
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NDIBERT Ax BIRTHA. 
_ A 


TRAA D 


| | 
Seribere juſſit Amor. Ovid, 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


1 52 # A. + * ts 
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Gondibert, Duke of Verona, in Lore n Birtha.. \ 
Afragen, Father of —_  . : 
Ulfmore, ſecretly in Love with Birtha. 


7 * 


oh 1} «+ 4 
WOMEN. 
, the King's Daughter in Love with Gondibert. 


* OY 
* %S 


_— | 
 Thula, Confident of Rhodolinda. 

Laura, Confident of Birthe. 

genus the Gardens of Aras near Verona. 
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Aer 1. 1 I. 
00 DIBERT and. ULFINORE, 


W 


Bar- be the Hour which brought a ahi tm | 


Of Piety aud Peace: may Evning erown ie 


With all the ſofteſt Purple of the Sky; 7 
The Hour when Afrager receiv'd me firſt | | 
With hoſpitable Arms, and heal'd my Wounds.” 
"Twas then I learn'd the Vanity of Fm: 50 0 
Then Virtye ebene | 
Her modeſt Charms, ſuperiour to the Blaze | 
oh x and brighter than a c. 
Urs NOR. +4 
r his Daughter iti Soul to rn. 
The Flame of Glory ſicke d into Love. | 
When Virtue courts us in ſo fair a Form, T: 
No wonder * fade before ere! 
{ $12 Go ON- 
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}, 


Yes, I BY own, my F. riend, my gentle Ur, 
Thou dear Com mpanion of my Youth, Town n 
That Birtha triumphs in "my yielded Heart; 
My Heart, my Life, my Soul, my £ All are Birthd's: 
And can I blame my Paſſion ? can you blame it? 
For, oh, her Truth is'matchleſs as her Beauty ! 
Such Winning Innocenbe, ſuch ſpotleſs Graces, * | | 
So Young, ſo full of Tenderneſs-and/Lovel | | 


By Heaven, my Uſfnore, She's more than Woman! 


4:4: WJ L TIN ORE. d 
She ſhou d be more: for royal Rhodolinda 
Cou d never ſteal your Breaſt into a _ 
This Heireſs to the Crown of Lombardy, 
This Rhodolinda, tho the doats upon you, - .. 
And pines her Life away, muſt weep in Vain, 
N kt for on Daughter of poor Alragen. 
1 85 CCC 7: 1 
1. be not rich in all her Father's Virtues? 


60D ag avec 


Then what are Crowns to Virtue, Love and a 7 


1s She not fairer than the Morning Light? 


. * 


| 
( 
E 
h 
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1; She nt Caſtdr than the Ev'ving: Du 
That kiſs, then a. 1 aid 
Chaſter than Lillies clad in Summer · Fragrance? 
And ſweeter than che roſy Mouth of Spring ??: | 
But You. have ſeen Her often : then She loves me, 
oke loves me with ſuch. dear Exceſs of Fondneſs - | 
I pity Monarchs while I figh before Her. T 
1114.) A A EN ORB ben 

I find She hangs ſo cloſe around his Heart, 
No Hopes, alaſs, no hopes are left for me. ann | 
Tis ſtrange that Birtha, by her Father e 1 | 
Evn with a ſtoical Severity, | 5 ba | 
That She, unknown to Galantry u. | 
So ſoon ſhou'd learn to Love, ſhould melt ſo Lana: 

Er e GOD BERT. 1674 0 

To love is Nature; Love s the Law of Kindneſs ; 
oprings from a Look, A Sich, | perhaps, a Tear; 
Bathes in the Bluſhes of a Virgin-Cheek, 
Or flutters round a Boſom's heaving Hills. 
But, oh, when Harmony, of Souls:is blende 
ito this ſofteſt, beſt of Paſſions, Lovez ; 


When Honour beams on Honour dis a Flame 
Which Art can never raiſe; a Holy Union 
il — GARSES tt. 
| | 'Tis filent as the Whiſper of a Genius, - wet bc, 

Which breaths Delight into a good Man's a oF 25 
Firſt tunes his Mind, and ſweetens every Paſſion, 
Then opens Heav'n upon his dazzled Senſes, 
| That pant fe for facred Biß and burn with ne 
rr 
Haut ſtrove eherne om you? 

Did She not bluſh whene're you figh'd your Vows, 

And dy'd upon her Hand? For tender Virgins, 

Tho' their ſoft Boſoms ſwell with warmeſt Wiſhes, 

Pretend a Coldneſs foreigh to their Hearts. 

Oh? How I "_ to hear what muſt undoe me! 


8 2 GOD IBERIA. 
Tl tell Thee all the Progreſs of our Love, 
For I believe Thee faithful in thy Friendſhip, - 
And my whole Breaſt is thine, my ſecret Soul. 


She waited on me with afſfiduous Lare... 
Compaſſionately ſoreet ! "She ſeern'd a Grard/an, ': | 
Her charmdal Preſence Joften'd pain away. IG? #1 A 
A pleafing Anpaiſh tingeFd-throngh my Veins 
Whene're I figh'd, She chomghe they rok rom Pan, | 
And wept a Show'r of ſumpathizing Sorr wr. 
But when, like dewy Morn; She diane ia Tear, IR 
Ia beauteous Tears O ie] O Hen - 
Love dip d his Arrows in the falling Cryſtals | 

The buſy Graces nn they GI! 57 lt or 
To aas ths Armand Nedk of Hos. A 100 
2  UzF1NORE. to at) 
Contain er dear Sir: But did-ſhe hemp 


 GConDIiBERT, 
She wept: I ſaw the filver- ſtreaming Show'r, 
Which fell like Drops of Fire upon my Heart. 
„hut when I talk d of Love, and of her Conqueſt, 


- x 7 : | 5 


Quick Waves of Scarlet floated through her Checks, 
And dyd Them in the Mornings pada "TIM 
Juſt Wo if Modely-herſelf had choſe #72 Sn mort 10 
A Throne of Coral there, and 2 — 
An artleſs Fondneſs languiſh'd: o er — g 
And, lifted up and down by ſudden Starts. 
Her Boſom roſe and fell a ſoſtand white, ers bob 
As riſing Lillies or as falling Snow. | Wi TENT 
She figh'd, denyd; ſhe melted; and uur. 
I faw the Woman ſtealing on Her Soul, . 
And look d and d. andifiveve dach tender Thing 
| As ſtop'd her backward Flight and won her Heart. 
F're fince we liv'd within the Skies! n. 
1 with eee e 


Our Sighs ſo . walk chaſtly ove, 
That Zephyrs waft them on their gentle Wings, 169 
As g 1 to the Throne of Love. 
one ont den L194 21 
5-0 an: bo 2 ee 11: HEM - 


6 had * * 1 * 
y - - — £d k of — Fay — 4 6 
2 p 3 : Wy: g 

F * 


* 


GON D. 


2 


Gondibert and Birtha. 
" GONDIBERT. 
But, Uſfnore, retire; 

My Birtha, at her promis'd Hour, attends me. 
And yet, obſerve Her; -— oh! obſerve her Beauties: 
That Face, illumin d 2 her brighter Mind; 922 
That eaſy, unaffected, graceful Port! 
And then her eee 51 
She ſmiles the Spring, and bluſhes-almoſt-Heav'n! ! 
Mark how the flowing Wonders of her Breaſt, . 
Impatient of Confinement, pant for Freedom, 
And ſeem to ſtruggle with their ſilken Bonds 
See how her Lips, - I taſte Them while I ſee Them — — 
Swell ſweetly-pouting with nectareal Dew, | 
i en 


''Tis not * Blood of Youth 2 F luſh of Health | 


That mantles high and kindles up her Charms: 
No! — it is more! -— the very Health of Virtue, 
The Mark and Tincture of immortal Bloom. 
nnn OE 

| | Exit Ulfinore. 


'Tt SCENE 
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80 E NE big 
GONDIBERT pu" BIRTHA.. 


bh, "ON 


f 


9 Gl Dr 439-215) 

You come, my Birtha, like the op ning Eat, 5 
Half ſtrow d with Bluſhes, and half dreſt in Smiles. 
When thou art abſent Darkneſs broods around, 
And Melancholy ſpreads her baleful Wing : 

But now my Sun of Beauty gilds the Gloom, 
To bleſs my Eyes and cheer my Heart with Gladnefi. 
For, oh, believe me, I am ne'er ſo happy X 
As when I hang diſſolving o'er thy Beauties, 

As when I pour my Soul upon thy Lips, | 

As when I languiſh, languiſh on thy Boſom, - 
And, oh, as when fink into thy Arm 
And loſe e Softnels and in Lore. 


= B IRT HA. | 
If I can bmi you 1 ſure, my 1 
Tis my firſt Duty to attend your Pleaſure, 
Since you neglect the Court and all its Pomp 
For Love and me ; for ſo you pleaſe to honour 
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The humble Daughter of your poor, old Friend, 
And condeſoend to dignify our Shades. 
| GONDIBERT., 

Theſe rural Shades are the beſt Friends {Lan 
From Palaces He flies, and Midnight Balls, 
To revel in the Myrtles and the Groves. 

ere, here I found Him panting on thy Breaſt, 
* envy'd Him ſo fair, ſo ſoft a Throne. 
Oh, what are Courts to Shades poſſeſs d of Thee, 
Thou darling of my Soul 1 joy more in Thee, 
Than high 5 in its darling Papas. | 
oB3-R DMG nol acorn | 

Like a youn Flow yl ak with bang D Den, 
| ink beneath th Abundance of your Kindneſs 
For I have nothing to return but Love. | 3 

7 GOoNDI BERT. 

I Fear, my Fair, by thy dearelf I r. 
(And every Grace is thine) thy Love is more. 
Thy Love is doubly more than Worlds to me, 10 
Tho Nature offer d all her Treaſures up, | al 
1422 «n . oe 
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Her Spices, Gold, and Gems o buy my fab. 
Id daſh Them to the Earth in Scorn, and fly, 
Quick as a Turtle's Wing, into thy Boſom, 
There brood and murmur, there figh out nt N 
There ee richer, Wightte Works.'s* 
BTT 

Sure Nature form'd me ſofter chan my Ser: 
Or elſe to mn hat na _ ns 
She Fa __ , 
And melted al ny Paſſions ie 1 
; Love forms alone my Heart; for oh! I feel, 

At every tender Word you ſpeak, my Heart 
Flow at che Sound, and all diſſolve within me. 
19 * GoNDIBERT. 

Sure thou art fairer, dug thay thy Sex; 
For while I gaze upon Thee, al my spirit, 
Shoot to my Eyes, and preſs their Beams on thine. 
Nature has caſt thee in a Mold of Heav'n : 

Tn ſhining ae in the eee my 


g E » ST * 
SE £3 * 8 2 2 8 gf ** 


Steal from IO bleſs. our Dreams, 
Ve es der O und almoſt dre Then. 
e EDR 
. 
For ever let me glory in your Love. | 
| But eee Way? Mn 
| "GonDIBERT.. Bat 
Tis He: —— his romeend art; 
Yet mark Him well; He ms immer in Thought. 
Now with unequal Steps He meaſures o'er 81277 
The level Green of yonder Walks; now ſtands, 
As if that Motion had forgot its Office, 0 
And with a ſteady. Eye-Ball gains on Heaven, 
Til Contemplation have her fill, Whate're 
Enploy his Thoughts, is for the good of Man. 
* BIRTRHA. 
n 85 
GO ο EA. 
Thou art ſo god. 
Fm Hee to The i but a al Tendon. - 
n 


— Tl meet Him, and acquaint Him with our Paſlion, 
I hope ener meg vod bn 
And, when he's gone, TU meet and tell — all. 
2193-921 She} ov Gs 
GO ER n 
May ſoft Penddaaiianhicraye Tenge 2 moni; | 
And all the tender. Eloquence of Love! 
May Paphian Honey melt in every Accent 
And ſteal 8 — O ye Gods! 10 
In beauteous Birthe, pn ee val 
Shall roll eh Maia from yout Altars. 
"FE E N E m1. 4 
GONDIBERT ond. ASTRAGON, 
At TRAA ny at ſome Diftance. 
What! Birtha yonder parting from the Duke! 
It muſt be ſo. I have obſerv d of late 


| 2 „ * 0 . % : | 4 . * 4 2 
Whene re I mention Gandibert, ſhe bluſnes, 
* ; : But 


But 


and Birtha, 555 


ee eee 7 * 
A dying Languor fwims upon her Byes, 
And her whole Nature's ehang d. It muſt be Love. 

The Duke's made up of Honour, Truth, and — 
And might I glory in Him for a Son! 11 


But that's too high Ambition. No; the t 


$ Fame reports, is by the King deſign d 
To bleſs his Bed: and, fare, Hes worthy of Her: 
[ love the Duke too well to bar his Way 
To Empire, by advancing Birtha's'Fortune ? --- 
But He's at Hand. Good Heavn preſerve ung 
May Fortune fan you with her ſofteſt Wing, . 
May Peace and ſweet Contentment wait around you, pH 
May ſure Succeſs for ever bleſs your Hopes, 
And pour the Balm of Gladneſs on your Heart. 

1 Gerben 

Good Afrragen, your Wiſhes half are heard, 
And feal'd-in Heav'n: the Ways of Peace are yours, 
Divine Contentment ſpreads her roſy Wing 
and conſtant hovers Oer your Walks. Vet ſtill, 


| Ant make me hyp na th ae. Men. 
0. ASTRAGON. ot 1 
AE kia ah ET 1 8 
Mena aged, ' bended Kne Luk you". | 
But quickly ſpeak, my Gondilert; unload 
Vour ſecret Breaſt, and, by th Pow of ili 
way Lo: my all are you. A 8d a 
— | 
| DO O wondrous Virtue! 
1 Guede uo ch Oe, 
Might I but call you, Father; then, O, 8 
* here, cou'd add no Happineſs to this. | 
| a ee 
Wat means my Condler? 
3 | 
| Oh beauteous Birtha! 360) M1 
Amazing Bright! were but Birtha mine — 1 
As TRA GOR. e 
What? re e ee 
Impoſſible what Birtba touch my Heroe ! — "WT 
3 | | Poor, 


4 


Poor, little Innocence! It cannot be. 
I r 
| GoNnDIBERT. 
No, Afragan: I love her, -— how I love Her 


Ob, She's the Soul of Goodneſs, all Perfection, 
nme is in her Arms. 
As TRA G ON. 

This Rapture is the Blaze of youthful Blood, 
By . kindled, by Enjoyment eoord— 
SONDER. 

Forbid/it, Reaſoti; and forbid it Heav'n! 
My Love is Virtue, Purity and Truth, 
Cool as a Sage's morning Contemplation, 

Yet glowing as the Veſtals Holy fires. 

Pour but the Marriage-Oil upon the Flame 

And in a ſacred Blaze it mounts to Heavn; 

[F not, which all the Gods avert! It then 

„ 
be map 


va Joy of au, an 
5 „ =, 
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No: may it n * the goodly Cedar, 51111 
| Till Time grow old, and-ſhed abroad its C d 
To ſweeten Earth, and entertain the Skies, 
With the rich Incence of a virtuous Name. 
Yet, call Reflection to your Aid, my Lord; 
For, while you honour Birtha with your Love, 
You fink beneath your Dignity and Fame: - 
You ſtain the Current of your Blood, which teems, 
Rich in a Race of | Heroes, through your Veins. 
ETD ' GoNDIBERT. | 
I tell Thee, no: by mingling with her Virtues, 
A Stream of Cryſtal! I refine my Nature. 
For Beauty gilds a Crown with double Luſtre, . 
And Virtue lifts us nearer to the Stars. 5 
But ſhall I live? O ſay, is Birtha mine? 
For Life and She are ſo wound up in One, 
That every Pulſe beats Muſick at her Name; 
But if That Dear One, whom my Soul longs RY 
If She's s deny'd, the Springs of Life ſtand ſtill, [ 
0% en 8 PRAIGO Neff fragt bot WIN 
Live, and be happy! 
: | - Go Dr 


D J 
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GONDIBERT. 
Bleflings on the Sound | 
ASTRAGON. 
Let nn and Birtha crown your Wiſhes! | 
e "GONDIBERT. | 
Not Weſt-winds breathing o'er a Bank of Violets, 
Not the Love· labour d Song of Nightin gales, 


Not Sighs of Virgins in the Summer-Groves, 


At cloſe of Eve, When, ſoft, their Lovers ſteal 
With Raptures to their Arms, are half ſo ſweet 
As thoſe dear Words, * Let Birtha crown your Wiſhes! * 
0 Aragon ! O more than Father to _ 
Thus give me leave in flowing Gratitude * by 


To pour th Abundance of my Heart before you, 


My raviſh'd Heart that leaps and bounds with Joy! 
5 2. . 
joy ſtreams into my Eyes to call you Son. 
New Tides of Vigour ſwell my wither'd Veins n ont - 
ln ſparkling Sallies. -— T'am young again --- -- 
Apain 1 live in you, my Son, my Son ! | 
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Riſe but To-morrow, and the Holy Prieſt 
A 
8 'GonDraent. 
Riſe! O Riſe! 


en into Light, Thon/Tileniny'axlnefel- Das, 


Ye Minutes, ſpeed away | Thou luſty Sun, 


Dreſt, like a joyful Bridegroom, mount the Eaſt, | 
In all thy richeſt Rays and gayeſt Gold: 

Nor ſhalt Thou der in thy wide Circuit, One N 
So bleſt as I ſhall be, or fair as Births, [Exeur, 


e 
BIRTHA and THUL 4, 
| TauvLa 
Ms tee BO 
| Your Actions, nay your very Looks are chang d. 
No more you love to wake the fleeping Strings 


Nor teach the Lute to dye away in Softnefs. - 
No more you dip the Pencil, and diffuſe 
A Bluſh or Smile upon the breathing Canvaſs, 


Nor 


Nor trace a Flow'r along the ſnowy Lawn, 
Created by your Hand, the Pink or Violet. 

The purple Morn no more beholds you buſy 

In culling Herbs to eaſe unhealthy Mortals. 

No more your wonted Songs provoke the Lark, 
The morning Lark, or Ev'ning Philomel, 
To anſwer you with leſs melodious Sweetneſs. 
Nay ev'n Devotion grows more languid in you; 
Your Boſom ſwells, but not with holy Ardour, | 


K. 


They ſteal a Glance and melt on Gandibert. 

Your very Sighs, which us d to riſe like Incence, 
Grateful to Heav'n, and fragrant as the Morn, 
Now ſteem with Love, but not celeſtial Love: | 
The Gods with Pity view your War of Paſſions, | 
nn a, 

10 BIRT HA. 
I dare commit the Secret to thy Ear, 


And when your Eyes ſhou'd drink in Beams from Heav'n, 


Tho nothing but theſe Groves were truſted by me 


With the dear Truth; for oft to Them I whiſper, 


a loweſt — which eſcape the Echoes, 
Nat 


342 
That Love and Gondibert poſſeſs my So. 


Ves, Thula, yes, that gallant, Godlike Stranger 


And is He not deſerving of my Love? 


Tell me, dear Thula, is He not deſerving ? 


80 graceful is his Port, ſo ſweet his Nature, 2 


7 
So high in Glory, and fo great in War. 
And yet ſo young, ſo paſſionately Loving, 


And glowing in his Vows; my yielding Heart, 


Without a Flutter, fled into his Boſom, 


n 


abe, 
. 
It is the Art of thoſe Deceivers, Menn, 
With Oaths and Murmurs, ſoft as billing Doves, | 
To figh believing Maidens into Ruin. 


They'll pray, and weep as if they dy d with Love, 


Beſiege us with a Storm of burning Paſſion, 


Till we, too fondly, give our Treaſure u- 


The Treaſure of our Innocence and Beauty: 


Awhile they wanton with unbounded Freedom, 


S — © tr — — 


Ter 


And ſeem to pour away their Souls in Pleaſurem 
But ſoon their Paſſion ebbs to cold, cold loathing ; 
Then leave the helpleſs, poor, forſaken Kind-One | 
To Grief, to Tony and triumph in our Tale 
nal vid Bragomiu | ff inofer 
Þy ll the Powi's of Virtue, Love, and Honour, will 
Now I cou'd'chideThee for this baſe Miſtruſting. 
He's pure as Chaſtity, as Pity kind: | 
My Gondibert ! How can that 2845 Youth, 
$ full of Truth, of Tenderneſs and Goodneſs, 
Delign the Ruin of the Maid that loves n 
Or Falſhood: lodge'in ſuch a nnn 
. THULA. 1 
cm the ning Heeag of he Spring - 
The Adder may be couch'd, nor once aac L 
een „til! 1 Je . 
Ka. Danner A 23 4 
"Hola; nor wound his: Virtue. 
TAHUIL A. on 
Nay I believe your Gandibert as ey "IF 
Tender, and true as any of his Se; 
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But fill He's Man, and then-He may deceive you. 
BIR THA. 

Hold. eee He's eee more th 
He looks a Deity: and lo! He comes [Nan 
Like radiant Truth ! Suſpicions fly before Him; 
Bluſh, ' Thuls, bluſh for, know to thy Confuſion, 
To-morrow's. dawning Light ſhall ſee Us One. 


SCENE *" 
GONDIBERT, BIRTH A, THUL 4 


| nb ein: | 

My Births! nave fir Ewe call hes ane 
I long have ſought Thee through theſe ſecret Shades, 
Our mutual Happineſs. A Tide of Joy 
Bears down my Soul: the Gods are moſt propitious: 
Thy Father (O the Rapture turns my Brain!) | 
Bleſſes our Paſſion and confirms our Love. 
BIA TRA. 
Is it the Voice of Gondibert, or Hevn? 


For oh, thy Words are wing'd with heavenly Joy! 
Pardon 


345 


Pardon -me;:Modeſty;7iand-V wgmShafe; + 7 37 


If here I claſp Him in my eager Atm.. 
I here my hearing Baſam grow to hmm 
If all my Wiſhes are diſſabd in Le 
And . be happily deſtroy d with en bus 
| + SROY t i G Dr Amin H bus H ννỹ 
Let bas He svenepele, land d . nA 
For all this Flow of Eenderneſs ard Love, 
With Faith unequis d, And unbounded Joys. 111 1 9152 
Alo A. öl 4127 Of od HT 

Indeed, my Lord, Sbe well deſerves Affection 
Eyn now. She calbd you God, She doats upon yu; 
Se lives but on your Sight, She bleeds with Tenderneſs, 


And all her Soul —— ws a 


dd but hint at Man's Inconſtane rg, 


And Rage began to ſparkle in her Ehud" dT 
For Doubting of Your Virtue: nay, the did e. 2 


And did She, Thula, eee chide Thee? 
0 wand rous Goodneſs l No, my Bintba, no; 
"ey I prove falſe — but tis impoſtible— g dN 

= 3 . 
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En were urs and gi u to changing, ob:;"- 
* wy; ma — W 
And when | hi erte orget none)? NI OY 
And beats with ought but Thee, may nei 
Contempt and Ruin haunt me through the World, 

I love Thee in my Nakedneſs of St 
Bare and unclouded with the Mask of Baſeneſs.”” 

T'll be fo das se Heart, 

1a ab Her thee and do my are. hu. 


| Err öde 
— . my Life, OY my Hates 
For I will call you by that tender Name, * 
be Spring of chaſte Delight and long Eqlekrryeii 
And if the Gods be kind, I hope To-morrow, - 1 


8 067% ee Il 
GOD BEE RTr. In 


The - Mating Robe To-morrow OR The Wit 


1 4 „% 5 | | The 


Then, like a Zephyr g'er a Field of Spices, 

My Virgin-Bride, I'll whiſper in thy Ams 
The Breath of Ecitafy ; III murmur round Thee, 
Unfold thy Charms, and wanton in thy. Sy <ctnei 

0 drowning} Bliſs ! I dye upon the Thought, 

| dye with-Raviſhment, and, oh, my Senſes 
Ar hurried down the Flood of felling Joy, 11.1 
And ſwallow d in the Ocean of thy Love. ei 
— Let me repoſe me on thy fragrant Breaſt, 7 3 | 
And lull me with the Muſick of thy Voir, ef 1, 
0 ſweetly lull my Senſes into Calmneſ ?: 
For now my Spirits bound a 


An Agony of Bliſs ! Oh Birtha, oh! — 28 


How on this Boſom can 1 eee 1 wi 

| BIRTHA., nm T Int n EA 

My Gondibert! but Language dls oo 21T 

Ill anſwer. you with Gazing,” dart my Soul. 
In Glances on you, all they twiſt their, Ra. 

With thoſe kind Bayne yours, and onal aA 


20 5571061 62 b vl wo! {L167 HOW 1 | 
. GOND1- 


£ : « £ . ? Se # I W's 
Ar a rd“ „4 5 „o FI Y! 
t and Birtbu. 
* 


= If 2 GonDiBER geo noo no 
 Evn e K wake ages leave mem 
And longs to riſe upon theit Beams to Mignon 
' What art chk” Methyl wisher dy fe wen. 

To ſwell the Paſſions thus} and fire the Blood, 
With pleaſing Madneſs; and delightful DAY Pla) 
Beauty's tho Fives, unf ing Oe, 
Which blooms diffy 
From Stock to Stbck, in att 
And where it bloormis creates eternal Spring- W. 
Beauty's a Recompeficæ for all the Wos, Ml To 
A Counterpoiſe for all Our Pains bel. . 
Beauty's the Eſſence ef divine Perfeckionn Ric 
A radiant Emanation of * _ e An 
The Smile of Innocence 
1b Light of Tung wb! larm | 
The Flow of fpotleſs Love, the Ray of Honour,” Of! 
And, all in one, the very Soul of Woman! 

Of Woman, 2 wond'rous, ſacred Ser, 
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PE 


The darling e of ſmiling N oy 
— Wiſh of Wiſdom, and the Joy of Senle, 
At once the Honour and the Proof of Heav'n ! 

f 5 Wee LAT 1 

My Lord, the Hour of Prayr is nom at hand, 
And Aftrdgon' will wait. NEO £5T 20 J 
My Lord the Hour of Pray'r <= 16 970.7 © 
| Gon D 1 nn 1 Prin rnb e. 
41 Tis well obſerṽ dd. = 


: 


* 
8 * N 
— 


les, deen well fly unto . d aniq 1 
With holy Fervour, and O erflowing Hearts. 


* - * 
n : 
e {A 4 11 2 


To Thee we owe our Being; all the Good 
Which ſhow'rs in dewy Plenty .on Mankind, vnigiod £ 
Riches, and Eaſe, and Honours flow from Thee. 
And, oh, Thou Fount of Life, to Thee Lo .e 211 
This Treaſure of my Soul, my Birtha's Beauties. 

Still may thy Bleſfings'thus deſcend upon uss 
Of virtue, Peace, of Piety, Delight: 
And till be thus — bur Lore. 2 
: e $7 noc — ONTO and Birtha. 
+ THvLA 
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nn gif: bin avi!) onifg 
Ha! 1 Ur — FL ſteal ines chis ; Bower, 


W * 
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SCENE. I. 


Ur INORE Solus. 

In l wander through the Shades and Gardens 
For Peace; the Shades and Gardens nouriſſ Love. 
O Love, thou Serpent hid beneath the Flowr's! -|/ 
Of rural Innocence, to ſting our Quiet! 
How am I loſt! The Venom burns me up. 

1 pine away in Thought; I ſink in Sorrows; >: | = 
Ev'n Hope is diſtant from me, to extend [T 


A helping Hand, and raiſe Me from the Vale | 


Of Miſery : but dull-and black De LT Bar na 
Sits heavy on my Soul and weighs it down. 
Why ſhou'd I think; ee, e eee 
O Birtba ! lovely as the youthful Spri 
When happy Nature, dreſt in Verdure, Giles) 

But Gondibert alone ſhall revel there: 
Luxurious Thought to dw-ell upon her Sight; 


To drink the fragrant Dew from her moiſt Lip Breath 


10 Fanta | Thar retire, 


ea, 


s 
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Breathing Delight; to claſp her yielding Waſte; 


| To melt upon her eaſy-fwelling Belm. 


Till the fond Soul flow all to Ecſtaſy . . LT 
And bubble up in Sighs ! O —— 

No wonder He neglects the Princeſs Paſſion. 
But yet the King By Heaw n the lucky Thought 
May dart a Beam of Comfort through the Gloom, 
And light me up to Joy: for well I kno-w CH 
The King aſſumes the /Pow'r to chuſe a Bride 
For his Allies; and Gondiberr ſo charms IIim 
He ſwore that none but He ſhou'd wed his Daughter. 
Wou'd the King knew but of their Loves, ——_— T 
Before that Marriage make Them one for ever; 

Still, ill She e huſh, Tbula comes. 


'$ 2 E N E VII. * 
ULFINORE, THUL A... 


pw, 


rY TuT A. 
What? ever muſing in theſe lonely Shades? 
dome Beauty ſure, muſt entertain your Mind, 
dome City-Fair; for, as I came along, 


b Methought the Echoes ſeem d to murmur Lakes: A L- 


352 
Fig UL vixonD lp yl, 
d Low. Name tis — Ali. 
No, gentle Thula, I was bredito war. HAN eds Ut” 
And the rough Buſineſs of the ee d olddud be 
No Beauty ſheds a Softneſs oer my Mind: 
The-dighe God of eee cee 
Whene're He ſpys a burniſſid Shield, or Helmet, 
Horrid with flaming Gold, He moves his Þ wich 


— 


And vin bi Arn th hin Mid, 
Eafily'won ; or elſe delights to wound, e 
The Shepherd, piping on the whitend Plains, 
— OR. wn 
And Laffitude of quiet Bliſs: which reigns. - | | | 
— war.” 
Here I cou'd wiſh to dwell, but that my Duty | 
To Gondibert muſt draw me from your Shades. 
ene 
„ Noto i al © ee e / 
I; LFINORE.: By B 11808 51170 


eee, 
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No doubt, will ſpeedily invite my Lord, | 
For now. his Wounds are heal'd, unto the Court, 
And crown his Valour with the Princeſs' Beauty : 


For ſo the King deſigns. | 
Erol THULA. 
Y Forbid it, Love! 


The Duke with Oaths has promix'd beautrous Births | 
To-morrow's riſing Sun ſhall ſee Them one. 
„Drin oa 
| What mean thy Words? 
1 T RU L A. 
ob wy They cannot want a Meaning; 
ow, holy Marriage makes Them One. 
ULFINORE. 
Mariage—To-mrrow—Thou cnfounds me, hls 
; THULA. . | | 
7, hae? She well deſerves a Cron vo 
Ur IN OR. „ | 
True She is fair,as Heavn's unſullied Face, | 
fl pores as the By of Day but then —— 
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4 ws F 1 


11 


8 3 | 1 | 


354 Gondibert and 


— 
10 x 
Wi rue n 
What Then? 3 n ne 1 To e 
* 2 4 . 


N vrridenz. ed Li, 
THuL A. | 
Tis well obſerv'd: 


But Til acquaint Them with thy kind Suſpicions; | 
And haſten on their Marriage. Then, ſecure, 
They'll live the Life-of Gods, nor fear the King, 

But grow inmbortal in each other's Arms. [Exit 

ULrinoRE Solus. 

Then J am loſt. To-morrow = what -- no longer 
No Time's allow'd to finiſh my Deſign. ; 
What ſhall 1 do? O whither, whither wander? 
Where can I find the thornleſs Paths of Peace ? 

No Peace is left for Thee, ' unhappy Uſfnore. 

Why didft thou gaze upon her fatal Beauties ? 
Why drink ſuch pleafing Poiſon to thy Soul ? 
And, oh, oh, wherefore -  wherefore didſt thou Lone! 
Let dull Forgetfulneſs creep o'er thy Senſes, 
GGG 


Vet 
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Yet f ul it flames i in Fancy. Dye, then, dye: 

0 mournful State when Death alone can eaſe me 

But, tho to Death I ſuffer, make Them Happy, 
Heav'n, make Them Happy! And They mult be ſo 
In one another's Arms! --- Yes hear my Prayers, 

As everlaſting as their mutual Low! 

0 may a little, prodigy beauteous Race 

Reward their ſoft Endearments, ſmile around Them, - 
With all the Father's Virtue in their Minds 
And all the Mother's Luſtre in their Eyes, 

The Bloſſoms of their Joy, and Fruits of Love! 
Then, when I moulder in my ſilent Grave 
And this rebellious Heart forgets to heave, 

May Birtha then with pious Pity mov d. 207 
Shed o one ſoft Tear, and n 1 well He e el 


| The End of the Fra A 
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Aer Il. Scans I. 


 ASTRAGON, ULFINORE,, 
Plbbilgepbers, Servants, Ge. 


ASTRAGON. 0 b 
ET Plenty walk around, and pour Herſelf 
1 Into the foaming Gold: the roſy Wine ] 


Shall laugh away our Cares and ill-tim'd Wiſdom: 
Forget awhile to be ſevere, my Friends? 
Indulge the genial Hour; — To-morrow ſees 
My Birtha marry d to the gallant Gondibert. 
Bleſt be the Holy Pow'r who rules our Actions, 15 
Who prompts our Minds to good , direQs our Wills 
And ſtems the Torrents of willewshs Paſſions. 
For ſure the Love of Gondibert and Birtha 
Is lighted by a facred Beam from Him, 

An Emanation of the God of Purity! 

o, may He thus continue ſtll to bleſs Them 
With glowing Picty, with ſpotleſs Love, 
The Fatneſs of the Earth, and Dew of Heaven! l 


— Philoſophers An 
o 


'S, 


Jo 
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| To the Servants. 
Go crop the Virgin Beauties of the Spring, 


And crown the Altars with unſullyd Flowers, 
The vernal Bluſhes of luxuriant Nature, 
Sweet as the Breath of Morn : for Heav'n is pleas'd 
With humble Offerings ings from a grateful Heart, 
nh 1 U 
Fe [Rur Ser 
But Sorrow Benno to mk thy Vidage; Us © 
Amid this general Joy : what means that Sigh? 
A Face of Gladneſs wou'd become this Hour, 
When Pleaſure waits upon thy gracious Lord, 
„ 9 17% 
To bathe Him in the Rivers of Delight. r DHH 
ULFINORE. . 
I fear the "IO —— Or ont nv] boon 
EET To YO” 
| What of the King; good Uhse! 
| Ur EINo Rr. 
— His Davgines forthe Dube: 
OO AAA | 
. A + ew 2 1 N $ Or 


82 
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Or ev'n his Knowlegez think, O think what Storms 
May cruſh this ſpringing Joy. Ae eee 
For Aribert — you know not Aribert. —— 
Hes haughty, ſtern, unbounded in his Power; 

His Temper ſtormy as the troubled Ocean, 
When warring Winds with-high-wrought Blons gs 
O erturn the Deep and tempeſt all the Main. 
Tho'.now He ſmiles on Gondibert, as mild _ 

As Ev'ning Suns, um. 
Vet ſhou d He t ee 

— 


eee 
N Ai e Ithink his Name is bal. 


„ UrrINORE. | 
Good Heav'n, improve my Wiſhes I 111.1 9633 {Aja 
Are 
Bid Him enter. 1 10 3s Work 
Tibale? a ee, to my Ears. 
T oft gt Une NOK 0 br Ni or 


192 1 | 8 £ 
Gondibert and 


ASTRAGON:. x 
Sifens my ſhivering Blood. - I ear the Purpoſe:' 
Mw Heav'n, avert theſe fad pres 


) FFC Uri oR E. e 260 
My Pac and Life depend upon un our. . 
ON” % E iii bak 
SCENE bi | 


ASTRAGON, UL FINORE, TIBALT, 


AJPPAL 22 | 
My Affnore ! let me'embrace my Friend, 
„ 
And humble Dignity befpeak you Afragen : 17 
Thar good old Man bels Cine and healing Labouth 

n pionfly reftor to Life and Health, 

The noble Gandibert: for which the King, 
u Honour of your Vi Virtue, vines to'thank you. 


| ULFINORE. | 
What ſays my Bal? now I blefs my Stars, 
0h propitious Stars that beam with Love: — 
ASTRA- 
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As rTRAGON. 5 
Tame | 
The meaneſt of his Servants : but the Duke - 
bs worthy to e, Fl ein His. 19 
0 TIA r.. us 
Ms ets Gan. 


Tell Him, the beautcous Rhodolinda comes, 1 75 
And, with «gallant Train of Worth and ha 


| 

Attends the King. ( 

8 As TRA OG ON. | 1 

Poor Birth! wretched Daughter L Alu. 

. pe gs WP 7 M, | * 

Tell Him, the King deſigns to bleſs His Valour A 

With Rhodolinda's melting Pomp of Charms. Si 

00 rage de boot 

Undone for ever! Il (fide. Eni. 

: Urrinon z. . 

Happy, happy Dürre, IA. Fo 

| T1iBALT. 1. 


— in her nay Charct, Bu 
She comes to recompence Her God of Wr. 
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With ſofter Scenes, and ſweeten all his Labours. 
But Afragon is gone: no doubt, He fle, 
With joyful Haſte; nor ſtay d to hear the Reſt, 
Before th unfiniſh'd Period had diſcover'd' | | 
The King's Munifence: He knew that Gondibert 
Would gladly thank Him for but half the e 3 3 

Now, Uſfmore, here's room to n yes 
[: thus beholding Thee again: for oft, L e 
Oft have I wiſh d, vrhen Pleaſure fill d my Heart, 
To make Thee Sharer, and divide the Bliſs. 
For well I know, ſuch is thy honeſt Nature, 
My Happineſs wou'd make my Friend rejoice. 
And I am greatly happy, greatly ſo, 
Since I Inn Tam marry d, nen 

| \ULFINORE:' 

' Marry? May Rapture dwell upon the Sound, 
Eternal Joy, and everlaſting Love: 
For fo I wiſh my Tibalt : yes, believe me, 
I wiſh the all the Bleſſings of the Gods. 
But tell me, who, who is that dear one? Lara? 


— % K 1 13 
7 1 - 
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TISAI T. e e 
Ves, att 
At laſt She liſt ned to my tender Vows, 1 - 


And well rewards me for my Sorrows paſt. 

She waits upon the Princeſs. - Hark! at: 
The Trumpet's ſprightly Muſick pierc'd my Ear: 
'Tis ſo ;- the Notes come ſwelling on the Wind. 
The King's at Hand: I long to ſee my Laura, 
For every Minute is an Age to Lovers. 
Oh, tis a painful Interval of Time 
— 


Come, Uſfnore. 
ULFINORE, 
| ane Ui Men 
Far us moſt dear nd expel Mere: [4k 
SCENE III. ee 


BIRTH A and THUL 4. 


BIRT RA. 
— dikaning Bi 15 en 
Now ſmiling Hope with golden Pinions fans me, 
e Nor 
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Now Terror chills my Blood. I find a Sigh 
Unbidden ſtealing from my inmoſt Breaſt, 
And agonizing Tremblings ſhake my Frame: 
Again my Spirits nimbly dance their Rounds, 
Warm rolls the purple Tide of Life again, 
And all is Peace within. Begone, my Fears, 
Nor dare to enter where the charming Youth 
Where Gondibert, without a * reigns 
The other of Gs _ THT 

4 de el IN en 

Theſe doubtful Paſſions 

Perplex the Ignorance of wiſhing Maids, ” 
Who pant for ſomething, bene, 
They long, indeed, but tremble at their Longing, -- 
Loſt in a Sweet, uncertain Expectation; - h baA 
But when the loving Bridegroom fills nn, 
All Doubts diſſolve away, and Joy alone 
Oy ny ms, the taning Blood U 
A painful Ecſtaſy oe'rflows their Senſes, | 
— OE FInS Wo! 
| | 2 2 2 . 1 I R- 
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£ 1 $ : 0 
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"B1RTHA. 
You from prin in the Brin — 
Tv LA 
ve. Thave ted 
BIR TRA. 
Indeed I fear too much. 
Such warm Expreſions! — Virgin mere, 
eee ee ee 
aer 1. 0 Jy 
TOW Gondibert, and Night will hide > your Bluſhes, 
IS” 
No nn Wie aver hy Thong 
And Mo Twp eee Ds 
As tenderly as ever Maiden 10% — 
vet may I never know the Joys of Marria 
Tf ought but pureſt: me as ſpotleſs 
OY Rae nut my n. 
Tun renn flac Ag | 
elt mo, height Perfetion ! for L omit 
„„ A Heav- 
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4 Heavineſs upon your Heart, and dpd 
To chaſe the Gloom away with ſmiling Language. 
BIXT AA. | 
* HU 12. : 
| mY 1 RT H As M vi © \ ward 
:TrnvL aA... l ON. 
You did, yolu and pale; denten J 
That ſhed a chearful Beauty o'er your Features. [ 
O tell me: is your Pain about your Heart? 
or where? W 
/ mne 4 ind : 0/7 
A ſudden a A 10 en 21 
But I am cafy now; indeed I gm 
5 NI U "Enter a. NO, B44 20 61 
Ann vn i Ia cul a4 


Madam, pling and with Him Rivdlinds —- 
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| BIIAT EA. 18 
PL | oh! Ob! — —ñ—jä—8— Aae! away, 
THULA. 
She faints. — Heavn, take Her to thy Care! 
Ta the Servant. | 
Here - bend 15 forward, while I chafe her Temple. Ml ; 
O Birtha! O my Miſtreſs !— But again 
The fragrant Breath -<- it hovers Oer her Lips, 
Her Eyes lift up their ſickly-Lids again 
Her Pulſes beatz and Beauty's cent Rei 
6 Flows her Chant — Sh le ag. I 
2X1 iter act wor 5 en 
He wil not. low Sine nb | 
No: Gondibert is Dovelike in his 


Nature; =_ 
Is made of Truth! we'll live among the Lillies: BT 
Soft-ſpicy Gales ſhall waft us to Elyium, Wi 
To Beds of Roſes, and to Groves of Myrtle! 4 
No Rhodolinda ſhall diſturb us there. K 
— Ah, Tia] where where am 17 here is Gonditer! N 
My Gondibert? methought He lov'd me well, 
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bd Gros He out be ti. 

AHIG x6 va 

p He will be true: 
Compoſe yourſelf : al eee ben 00 
Dear Madam, we'll retire into your Chamber: 
nnn 


SCENE TW... 4 
ARIBERT. GONDIBERT, ASTRAGON.): a 


"ARIBERT. 
mae * 
mat Fame employd Her hundred Tongues to ſpread 
Ad charm'd the Ears of Envy with thy Velour. 12 11 
When all the Battle glow'd, and bloody War 
md horrible; when! Shrieks and dying Groans, 
Tormenting diſmally in Peals the Air, 
dard, as the Murmurs of Deſpair, along, 
Ard Spears, like Light ning, blaſted half the Field; 

le tins, un ITING 
do pierce the Cloud of Death, to dare all Danger, 
To pour thy Thunder where the thickeſt bled, 


To 


368 


To bleed hyſel, till Vieory with Tears 
Deform'd her Smiles of ber Heroe's Wounds 
. 80ND RT. 
Wm. bo 
My humble Deeds in re bel as 
g ARIBERT. 
13 know thee modeſt, 
Nor will offend Thee with the glorious Truth, - 
Pins in dy Looks; the Sol of my ad Pd 7 
And when. I ſee Thee, Tam warm d again 
Into the dear Remembranc of my Vouth; 
When oe vim Him I aun the foaming Boar. 
 Sigh'd on the trembling Hand of bluſhing Beauty 
And Sighing have prevail d. But, ah, thoſe Days, 
Thoſe happy Days and == _—_ . 
Old Men can only meditate with Pleaſure 
on the paſt Joys of Youth, and wiſh, in vain, 
The former Jprightly, gay, and Indy Years, | 


* 
* * 
— * 


Wi 
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When every Proſpect ſmil'd, would ld n 
A Revolution of returning Bliſs. 1 Sr ENA 
But Thou art in thy Prime: the Blood | of Youth Lot T 
Now dances briſkly in the crimſon Channels: 5 
The Seaſon of Delight . *. 


(Thanks to the Care of Aragun) are heabd, 
The SO and W may e Thee. 
601 i A Tot 57 1 Hee 1 
Thin Thanks are due, my royal Maſter, | of 
To this obliging, dee, bud Goodneſs. al 


The eaſy ab which ſhine i in a id baA 
os none —ę— Au 


Uapractis d in the Art of ought — 
Wou'd only laugh, and wonder at my ee | 
Vo: ſend me to the Field, when Buſineſs. call; 
Thece ſend me, . ba 
To ſerve my Maſter, Liberty, and e f 
But now, with your Permiſſion, I'd retire” | 
Unto theſe Shades, and learn the Works of nn. 

? | 7 | Turn 
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Turn pi 57 
And here philoſophiſe with 4fragon: 
This Li is er ae tomy Temper 

aero As rr 

= Heav'n, A ado thy: 
That Form of thine was made to charm the Women, 
For Strength and Harmony are blended there. 
I well remember, for it is not long, | 
' Before the Battld calf'd Thee from the Court. 
Before theſe manly Graces flouriſh'd in Thee, 
When Gondibert paſs'd by, the Ladies ſicken d. 

And bleſt Thee with their Eyes; ev'n — | 

| 882 n Rindolinda angui | 
| . > 
ieee Lon my King thus mack hi Sem 
DEAR nAmzenT 
Mock Thee? I tell Thee, Gondibert, thy Virwe, 
| And Grandour of thy Soul have greatly charm'd me: 0 

And by the Pow'r I ſerve I fivear, my Daughter 
Shall take Thee to her Bed, her Lord and Huſband. 


ASTRA 
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11 01 Ae Aon. W +4 won 
0h, there Ho falls bah Aube, hl | ay bee. 
i tohorm 1 Sl le 7 M1 
{GoNnDIBERT, at 7 
0 never; ae What? your Rhodolinda,- 
My princeſs wed her Slave? far r ro] nal 
Far be it from me mem nk! 
To ſully thus the Luſtre of your Crow. A A 
will not, dare not aim -=- — Kings: 1» 
With Tranſport lay their Hearts and Crowns befor Her | 
No! at an humble L 
And thank the Gods for romming ſo much . 101 
Id venture Life in Honour of her Virtue; 
But wou'd not live to ſacrifice my Princeſs $0971 ON 
To my Delight, tho Heav'n is in IHR bn wh N 
Too much I honor FF eine 
15 ASTRAGON. 
0 machles Truth! and more than mortal Goodneſs 
AX III. 5 
Thy great Hunilcy as HET in vain-- mA 
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A lucid Softneſs dyd upon her Eyes, - 
But we will leave Thee: --- Tibalt; call call the Prince. 
—It ſhall be ſo - have done. 


In the mean time, wk 8194 Aü gc 
8 


And pleaſes better than the ſwelling Pride 
Of nicbls eee eee. e 
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To raiſe me into Miſery. for ever. 


372 


; sy Pane apt bee eis, 


I know how ſweet thy Name and Virtues ſound - 

In Rhodolinds's Ear : when late L mention'd = 

This my pan a various Glow of Bluſhes | 

her Face, Ras 
aan erke 


Aud erery Lochs — lice Low 


Dome, worthy Afragn 


With Nature to commanc ance, 


SCENE x. 0 


| GOνpο Rr. TH. . js W 
n reaches out a Crown in vain, 
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Ceaſe, gilded Bait, to fvidn before my we 

My Love is fixt and ſtedfaſt as the Pillars 

Which prop the Sky : Ambition, cw te me, 

Thy Efforts all are light as empty Air. 0 

Wa Birtba's dearer than ten coun Crowns, 
ho every Crown was ſpangled o'er ROE > 2 

* golden India ripen'd all Her Mines 0 

Beneath its Pow'r, -— But how ſhall WES. 

or how diſguiſe my Paſſion from the Princeſs: © 

She muſt expect a ſofter, warmer Meeting 

Than I have Power to give. This, — 

— I cannot now avoid her ill-tim'd Viſit: 

No; if I ſhou'd, her Anger might ariſe 

And ruin all my Hopes: I muſt he, 5 

I muſt; but yet I need not mention Love: 

With awful Reverence PIl ſeem to . Her, 

And, after formal Complements, retire 

Submiſlively ; then ſilent ſteal to Birti, 

And crown our Vows with Marriage: n | 

When Marriage has united us, will pity us, | 

| Nor hurl the Bolt of Vengeance at Our Love: 


—=z 
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His "Tn at 0 K Re 
Good Heay'n, direct me in this doubtful Hour, 
o fate e ee 


Look down with —— me ot" 


May hope Protectic 


Hail, royal Maid! 1 luce ide San, 8 
Dun. not thus to ſhine on all alike. 


This Viſit mig ace 
hols on the Were add eli beck 


To ſtay awhile and wonder at your Goodneſs": | 


Might bid t. Hearts of Princes beat with pride: 


| But when vouchſaf d to me, e e ee 


1 (SHR; RuOHDOLIN DA. n 
My Lord, esd ine tm 


For ew'n Weener ann King: 


The brave Deſeader of my: eee Thee: Mn 


Had n. thus to thank you for . Service. 


Dan ä | GonDI- 


* od SA e 


O 2 ww ww 


> 


. GonDIBE K T. | 
Ala, my Service, 'Madam, eas bur fling? BF 
— Mow ply his King, - : 

And only can deſerve the Name of preat, SM 
Since you are pleas d to raiſe it with your Pr 1 VT 
To be rewarded thus, might tenen ach 
To fame with Valour, ruſh on certain Dea, 
For not the generous Poet's golden dau = 
Dip'd in Eternity, and dropping Life, 
Cou'd give the Heroe half ſo high a Fame, I 
As when you oild his Actions with your Tongue. 
I fear She loves: I es it in her Eyes; 
They AO FOE and Love i pense in Them. 
"RrtoDoLtinDa.”. 
But what if Rhodolinds ſhow'd diſpence 
duperiour Favours to her graceful Warrior.” 
uf hb," _—_ and hide my Bluſhes. 1 
1 GOD RT. 33 
Impolible : your Praiſes are too high; T 
Py if the Soul above — What ſhall I fay? [agus 


Rao po- 5 
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Rno0DOLINDA. 

| What ith Pino whom ran fn. 
Ep .GonDIBER'T, ' b 

e eee 


ET eee I þ 


5 Patience direct me ! to be left ſo coldly ! - OY 


: ein raging cheſt reunion eee 3 
May bounteous Hevn Show r all its Bleſſings on you. 
ag, e vr bg Rs e 116421112 cis L 
75 SCENE . 
RHODOLIND A LAURA.. 


Ro Ina. | 
Hes gone: nor wou'd He liſten to. my Love. 


| Left, when I juſt was pouring out my Heart 
In Words which might have been Ambroſia to Him: 
For which ew'n Kings had laid there Scepters by, 
And thought themſelves more bleſt to drink them in, 
Than if the Queen of Beauty had careſs'd them, 
Unloos d her Charms, and giv'n up all her Sweetneks 
. % Per | 


t 
* 

ki 7 
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What can a. ? ome che Vii hams Him: 
1 n . ns 
ww ks charm Him ?, 
Tie cit Ingo apply Wein er 
W “ nr 
man She ſhou d be all a Fn 1 1 
And ſhed the purple Morni e from der Buſhes: | 
Her Lips ſhou'd breath Delight. - ib od} 17. 
been e 
I pray thee hold, 5 
No priſe thy Miſtreſs Beauty, but Her | 1 
I think myſelf as fair as any She 5 
That ever bed Ur captive World in i L- 
And ſhou'd another --- poiſon to my Thoughts «=» —-— 
But ſure He cannot be ſo dull, ſ6-ſenſelefs, 1. || 11 
As thus negle& a Crown and Rbodalinda. TT 
To languiſh in another's en *%n 75 45 
Yet bord Hes Jy the Anguith of my fat | 
1111 5 | Which 


* 


Her Life ſhall betet what Her — A. 
But how to find the Secret: he's the Queſtion. 
be Eav 
The only Way my I prei 


The Duke pets al hs Babe, in Mien, 
3 And God He low, which Leh are bins, | P 
Fett ſhou ou d He, Ujfnore muſt know his Paſſion, 
The Progreſs of it and the fatal'Obje&. | 
Thbalt, no doubt, may wind into his Heart; 
And then the Secrets ours. But Til inſtru Him. 
RHnoDoLINDA. 
3 hb C27 
Thy Words are balm, and Comfort een me. 
But . Rl OUR | 
B 
woe en Mii, nd ef hr f. 
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 GONDIBERT, BI TEL 


GonDIBERT. | 

Feel myſelf more light, my Spirits flow 

Serener on, and Life is leſs a Burthen, 

Since I have made this Vow to marry Birtha. 

But I will go to comfort the poor Meurer, 2 
. Who weeps and groans in Bitterneſs of Spirit. . 

| For, Thula tells me, when She IC - & | the News | 

Of Rhodolinds, Life forgot iti Office; _ 

She dy'd away with tender Fears, and ed 

With all the piteous Harmony of Sorrow: 

Then ſought her Chamber, but with totterin g Steps, 

To hide her Woes in ſolitary Darkneß.· 
Methinks I hear Her Sighs : It muſt be ſo: W | 
T hear them ſoftly breathing on my Ears, , 0 

4 as the Nightingales melodious Woe 

u gentle Even- Tide, when Weſtwinds ſhake 

I new-blown Rats fam their balmy Wings: 


_ 


We 


— ——— 
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All-night She ſings the Abſence of her ate, 


While Sorrow pricks her Breaſt; and fondeſt Lov . 
Miſtakes Him ever loſt. -— Like kindly Dew” | 


Tul ſteal upon this lovely-drooping Flor, 


And wake it into Smiles: And, ſee, She comes, | 
+ lhe Dh BO 
705 r 
What Voice is that; which in io Freet an Accent 
Dare call upon ſo loſt a Thing as I am? 
They 9h an; in this Age, is cad. 
GO DEA. a 
My m- 85 


+ 
1 


WET, Ee. = 
_ Sees | 8 
Oh! And is it you, my Lord? 
ladeed its kind to viſit the diſtreſt. 


| Comfort cou'd diffuſe her golden Dan 
0n Grief ſo black as mine, it wou'd be now. 


7 Prun d his purple Wings when you appear d, 
. 
| | Thoſe 
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Thoſe dear, whit MID But now it is not ſo: 


For, ab, I grieve the more to ſee you here, 


So much my Hear u careful for your Pee. 


Leſt Sorrow prove infectious and you catch i it, 
And Sorrow ſhou ab e, e Face, 
When Nbodhlinda opens all her Beauties 


To charm my Lord, and crown his Soul with Joy 
| GOD BERT. 
| Why wilt thu break my Fear with mag., 


; And why be ſo unkind, ſo-very cruel . 
As thus diſtruſt my Conſtancy and Love? 
No, Births, no: were Rhodolinda fair 


As Raider Skies, when not a Cloud deforms 


The blue Expanſe, but all is ſpotleſs Beauty 


Fring'd with celeſtial 8 s of ſunny. Gold:. 
Cou'd Rhodolinda place vn my Feet 

The Stores and Realms which June ana Paris; 
Yet, by the Softneſs of thy Soul, I ſweat, 


: eee e es meagre Wat, 


Id venture on, I'd catch Thee in my Arm,  - i 


mei 
And think the Gods were kind in giving Thee 
BIikTHA. 

Aſcend, ye Lover-Spirits, ' from Elyſium mY 
And ſing this wond'rans Truth. — Amazing Conſtancy! 
0 Birtho, thou art quite undone with kindneſs, 

* ARE 

ati you tink, wy Lok, vine, Ck? 

For me, to quit the royal Rhodolinda? © 3 

[is too much, your Virtue is too bounteous: 

lan umvorthy, quite unworthy of You. - 

No; take Her, take the lovely, wg Peg, 

id Heav'n incirele You with fumleſs Joys! | 

"GonDproenr. 715 


What means my Birtba? 
5 e e BIT AA. 
Tae Lord; 


3, I abſolve you from your Vows and Faith. * e 
Sagan ed I 


n 


17; 
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No: leave me eee I 
Aſcend the royal Bed of Rhodplinda: 
While I conſume my ſolitary Days 
In ſome forſaken Cave, or wayleſs Wild, - 
Where miſery wou'd chuſe her ah Ba ; 
There will I teach the Streams to murmur *Gondibert;” 
The Birds ſhall learn to whiſper the dear Name, 
And every Echo ſooth me with the Sound: FP 
There beg of Heav'n in never-oeaſing Pray” rs | 
whe bleſs SAT e ee. 
GD rr. l 
1 pray dee, hold; nor wound me to the Soul: 1 
For while thou talk ſt thus to 510 en 0 
Swell into Ten . ener \ b Sorrow. —— |! 
| 8B n e 2163 ee . 
My Lord, I ſpeak the Language of my Heart, 
For tho Hevn knows L dye eee Thought,” I. 
(Yes, while I [ think; the Week i is on we) 


* : 2 5 , * 1 Fl TY 
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: a Ane, . 


Gonditers * Birtha. 385 


joy of my Senſe, ad Comfort of my Soul : 
Yet --- oh ! --- fince Heav'n will have it fo, I yield; 
[ give myſelf to Wretchedneſs for ever, 
With all the Fondneſs of a dying Lover. 
By the chaſte Splendours of the Moon I ſwear, | 
That gild yon Orange Grove with filver Softneſs, 
By every Star that burns around her Throne, 
The ſolemn Witneſſes of both our Loves, 
Id rather part for ever from my Lord, 
For ever part, than bar your Way to Greatneſs. 
The King enrag'd, ſhou'd you refuſe the Princeſs, - 
May let the Fullneſs of his Fury fall 
Upon us both, and cruſh us bach to Ruin: y 
Rather than both, upon my Knees I beg it, 
[beg it by theſe Tears, let Births ſuffer, | 
And, if I fave You, Ruin will be pleaſing. 
Tis more than n to die for You. | 

Thou Soul of ce "4 thall I reward Thee 
0: how admire thy Virtues as I ought? 

e in ut Mee 1 22/4 kak 
Ccc My 
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My Senſes all are dazzled with the Glory. 
Whether the Luſtre of thy Mind or F ace, 
The Beauty of thy Sorrow, or thy Joy, 


Come o'er my Thoughts they equally ſurpriſe me. 


Thus have I ſeen the many-colour'd Dove 


Sport in the Blaze of Day: his changeful Neck 


Waves beaming round a Rainbow of Delight : 
The Purple varys into gloſſy Gold, 
The Gold into the Robe of ſmiling Spring, 
As different Points of Light preſent a Chain 
Of tranſient Colours glancing on the Sun: 
But whether Purple, Gold or Green diffuſe | 
Alternate Rays, the Green, the Gold, the Purple 
With equal Pleaſure, but with varied Beauties 
And bright Confufion entertain our = tad 
| BIRT RA. 
oh me! 

| | GonDIBERT. 
Be comforted, the Gods are good, 
Are kind to Virtue, and delight in Mercy ; 


And Hearn, 1 hope, has Bleſſings yet i Store 
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To lap us in Elyſiums of Love, 
And recompence the Miſeries we taſte of, 
This Hour I mean to make thee mine for ever, 
The holy Prieſt will meet us in thy Chamber, 
By my Appointment, and receive our Vows. 
Then Birtba _ „ 
ee ee 
0 my Lord, I fear. nx 4 
/ GONDIBERT. 
No more -=- 
BIRTHA. 
But thou'd the "_ --- conſider O my Lord! 
GONDIBERT. 

Wan 
To-morrow's Light will further open to uus 
The King's Deſign : and ſhou'd He till perſiſt, | 
Then, Birtba, then, my Soul, we'll fly together, 
Together to ſome diſtant Realm we'll fly, 
Where Aribert ſhall never more diſturb us; 
There ſweetly roll away our Life in Love, 
let in ech others and grow old in Joy. 


c 81. 
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BIRT HA. 
And will you then forfake a Crown for me: 
O think — 
GonDIBERT. 
My Birtha, Crowns are Trifles to Thee. 
BIR THA. 
Then here I give myſelf to You and earn. 
| GoNDIBERT.. 


© bees Gt deb d eco wonky d 
And, Thou, che God of Purity and Love, I Tber 
Whoſe Pow'r is infinite, protect thy Servants : 

O ſnatch us from the Malice of our Fortune, 

And lead us to the quiet Ways of Peace. 

O fave us; we reſign ourſelves to Thee. 


SCENE IL 
ULPINORE, TIBALT. 


T1541 T. 
EF! 
Your Words, your Silence equally betray you. If 
| Your Checks are tinctur d with the yellow Plague II 


| You ſtrive in vain to hide your Sorrows from me, 


f 


| 
) 
4 
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Of Jealouſy, which marks you for her Conqueſt. 
If Friendſhip may relieve you ſpeak your Grief, 
My Counſel may direct you to the Port 

Of ſweet Contentment and the Paths of Peate ; 
Or is my Friendſhip and its Proffers lighted ? | 
My Hours were tedious tho poſſeſs'd of Laura, 


Till Uſinore was Maſter of the ſecret : 


My Happineſs ev'n ſuffer d a Stagnation, 

Pent up within my Breaſt, till I cou d open 

The Sluices of my Joy to Thee, my Friend, 

And pour the copious Stream upon thy Boſom: 

Yet Tibalt is neglected by his Ulfinore. 
ULFINORE. 

No, witneſs, Heav'n ! thy Friendſhip is my Glory: 
But what avail its kindly Care and Wiſhes? | | 
Deſpair forbids all Cure. 

T1BALT. 
But why Deſpair? 
if Link poſſeſs Thee, Love may be procur'd, 
If Honour bleed, thy Honour may be heal'd ; 
[ll plead thy Paſſion, or I'll fight thy Cauſe,  - 
8 85 Prevail 


o 
E = O — — — — 
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Prevail i in Boch, or dye to give thee Comfort. 
| - ULFINORE. | 
Woud I had dy d in Battle | e're my Eyes 
Beheld her fatal Beauties but She's loſt, 
For ever gloriouſly loſt to me. --- 
. Yes, Gondibert alone cou'd merit Birtha, 


. AE. 
Hah! - Gondibert and Births --- Thy Deſpair, 
Black with a baleful Humour, turns thy Brain; 
Say rather Gondibert and Rhodolinda. 


For ſo thy Purpoſe means; - and Heav'n has will'd, 


ULFINORE. / 
The King might will it ſo; but, Tibalt, Heav'n, 
Heav'n to reward his Virtues gives Him Birtba. 


A Kingdom had been leſs with Rhodolinda. 


TiIBALT; 


Amazement chains my Tongue. But did She ſpurn 
Deſpiſe thy Paſſion, and diſdain thy Vows? 
No doubt She did, when Gondibert ador a 

TREES Mr Ne e 


I never told my Love, I never ee r l 
A | The 


[Thee, 


ray My ry Fs — e 
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The ſecret Serpent, folded in my Brain, 

Shot all his Stings, or twiſting round my Heart 

Drank my warm Life-Blood there. And let Him riot, 

The purple Currents are well-nigh exhauſted ; 

My Torments too will end when They are 7255 

TIE ATTr. 
Heav'n knows I pity Thee and wou'd relieve —_ 
| ULFINORE. 
I know Thou wou'dſt : But leave me to my Fate, Eh 

Since Death alone muſt caſe me: For I ſwear 

I wou'd not if I might poſſeſs my Withes, 

Nor violate my Maſter's matchleſs Goodneſs ; 

He lives alone in Her and She in Him; 

Hope were Ingratitude, and wiſhes Sin; 

[ cut Them off, and gladly plunge in Ruin. 

| FI Ar. 

n lluſtrious Sufferer | Thy nens ſhine 
Fairer through Miſery and gild Deſtruction. 
But lo! the King, He ſeems to bend this Way, 
And Aſtragon attends Him, with his Friends 
The grave Philoſophers. Let us retire. [Exeunt. 

<4 SCENE 
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8 CEN E. III. 
KING, ASTRAGON PHILOSOPHERS. 
| „ine 
The Wonders 1 1 heard and ſeen ſurpriſe me. 
The Life of Knowlege is the Life of Bliſs. 
What Scenes of Glory open on my Mind 
With new Delight, which Ignorance had veil'd ! 
How often I beheld yon azure Vault, 5 
The ſpangel'd Firmament, and glittering Hoſt 
Of Stars innumerable ſparkling round, 
With cold Neglect and ſtupid Inattention ? 
Till You, ye Sons of Wiſdom and of Virtue, 
4268 the Gloom and lighted up my Soul. 
As TRAGON. 
The Firmament's a Volume fair diſplayd 
With ſacred Characters that ſhine Conviction, 
And glorify their Maker in their Courſes : 
There's not a ſingle Spark but glows with Praiſes; 
'The Spheres harmonious roll the glorious Hymn, 
Tun d to the golden Harps of winged Flames, 


From World to World, and burn with Adoration. 
K 1NG 


EFFECT 1 
O wou'd eme God but — oblcuced Ear; 10 
What elevating Muſick might ſurround eg 
Tr inferior Globe with ſymphoniſing Peallss 
of Melody celeſtial, Orbs to Orbs 10 1 
Sweet quiring, and exalt the Soul to Heyn: 
6 1. PHILOSOPHER. 2 482 
Heav'ns Ordinances, Royal Sir, are juſt t, 
And ſuited to the preſent State of Man. 
This radiant Scale of Muſic meets the Ne 102 I 
Not meant to pierce the Ear. Our feeble oe 6811 
Confounded while the Conſtellations ſing 
As if ten thouſand Thunders burſt around, 
Wou'd faint beneath the Melody divine. 
Th echereal Roll of loud reſounding Spheres 
Wow d ſtun: if not unlooſe the World below wp. 
eM e ed e 
80 nnn eit T 
Theſe little Worlds ourſelves to alt or N 
Compoſe Them to the 1 Virtue, Te 
n0Jrbegs Hos 4124 ling oft anicoid wagon] 


Dad Aſſuage 
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eg the Ta of rebellious Patflons, 
Thus fitted to the Lawsio Good and Juſt 


Shall univerſal Order rule the Si rota (iT 


Our Souls be Muſic and our er Beds. 
Obedient to the Mufic' of our Souls. 
So Peace ſhall wave het Olive n o'er « Us 


And Concord . n her r Chain.” 78911 
; KRA NG. £32 12 1 owing) bn 


I cou'd 1 bor erer her- You.) 0 eta 


Had been ney Fee O what PEST 
What Days of Innocence; bet gh or Rel, 


The Brow unclouded and the Breaſt ſerene, 1 55 
If Heav'n had plac d me in theſe Seats of Science, 


Of Purity, AG ogra pag bis: 
For Royalty too oft, the Gaze of Ideots 
The Pageantry of Guilt and fplendid "50 


'This Royalty 1 ſay 18 rais d on hig A le 0 


Only t to ſink beneath its Weight of 


1 2. PRHTLOSVVr HER 
Few n like yourſelf are born to bleſs 


0 


<= £1 © > * 
5 4 „ * v —— 


An happy People, in their Princes happy. 8 212) : 00 ok 
That King 1s only great who rules by-Goodneſs. 4822 
luſtice ſupports but Merey fills. his Throne 
Tho- Gold and Jewels flame around his Temples 
The Wreath of Virtue is his brighter Crown. euponl} 
23. PHILOSOPHER. 236111 K 
His Throne, eſtabliſh'd ; in his Subject 8 Hearts, * 
Nor overthrown. by Foes nor ſap'd by Treaſon, Jolg oT 
Shall flouriſh ſtill unmov'd and ſtand unſhaken, | 
Firm as the Pillars of the Earth and laſting. 
| 44A FRA Gd or wm; mi ofT 
Such are e the | Bleſſings which attend on Kings ng 
Who reign in Righteouſneſs, like r oyal Aribert. 
by Mortals honour d and approv'd by Heavy n. 
nr agony N . fri tori, ol AW 
For Virtues ſuch as theſe I chooſe the Duke l 
he gallant Gondibery to wed my Daughter. | 
ho' Young, his Name is mighty in the Field; + 17 
Thrice He repell'd my Foes and thrice He ſtain dd 
ur filver Adice with hoſtile Purple, 1 5 11 ag 
en in his March. Nor leſs his Skill - 
| Ddd a 


— 


neue Bee pen ARE 1 War — 


re 
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In Counſels and the Myſteries of State. 1 
Beneath his Rule my People, all my Care, 1 
May live ſecure and happy. For myſelf, 8 = |; 
Since Age unnerves this Arm and dmps my Brain, ; 
Unequal now alike to War or Counſels, S 
Times hoary Victim, gladly I refign M 
My Crown and Scepter to his Brow and Hand, No 
To glory there afreſh ee Burger eee . 
nies KRA Go N. At 

Yet hear your faithful Servant, 0 . 
Tho Time has ſnow d his venerable Honours M. 


Upon your facred Head, Kill unimpair d 
Your Wiſdom might direct a larger Kingdom, 
Your Virtues ſtill may bleſs your loving People, 
Who eas bs to live and die . 8 ON 

| Hs an m 2220: wot 
Yes, Afragon; my People are my Chillen 


Tf᷑eir King's and Fathet's Blefling hall await Them, 


. f * 4 4 1 1 FE is. * 4 "2 1 
Till Death forbid. But Gondibert muſt ſhnare 


The Honours with the Troubles of my Crown. 
Eaſe is the Bam of 185 . ery 4; 
= N N S ; The 
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The Comforts of Retirement and of Peace. 
The Fire which kindled up my Soul to Fame 
And Deeds of Proweſs languiſhes within me. 
His ardent Spirits like an active Flame 
Shall warm his Subjects, but conſume his Foes. 
My Laurels, well-nigh faded with the Froſts 
Of ſeventy Winters, ſhall revive anew x 
Tranſplanted to his Brours, again ſhall flouriſh, 
And gather Verdure from his youthful Spring. 
But come, my Afragon, and you, my F riends, 
My Daughter Rhodolinda will expect me. 
With you converſing, Time on Feet of Down 
Pac d unperceiv'd away, ſo. ſweet the Hours 
By ſacred Wiſdom led]! It muſt be late; 
For lo the Moon, which only ſeem'd to tip ©  - 
The Summits of the Grove, advanc'd in Glory 
Now pours a filver Deluge o'er the Night, 
Near mounted to her Noon. Perhaps my Daughter 
May be retir d; for early at the Dawn, a 
WW order'd our Departure for Verona, 
Iro SE * o — Night. — 
; ASTRA- 
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| As TRAGON. ( 
Permit us to attend you to your Chamber; 7 
That done, .we'll beg of Heay'n to bleſs n Slumbers / 
Humbly before the Altar. 
| KING. F 
| Thank your Goodneſs :, - 1 
The pious m of holy Men like you N 
Are powerful Interceſſors with kind ER 7 T 

They riſe in Incence and deſcend in Bleſſings. [Exeun! 
"SCENE" . 
HDD LAURA. « 
| | RRODOLIN DA. nee lt 
315 1 acſpis' for Birtha then, for Birtha? Go 
OE I give Thee to the Fiends --- Confuſion. | Bu 
woll) oil bode DAR) ol ho otic Sh: 

This very Rn my Huſband, gain d the Secret. 
From Ubpnere,. who dies himſelf for Bee 


RRHOD OI Man :; 5297 of 
Hah! . am I Dan 
To Aribert ang Eleireſs of the. Crown fon nde 


92 


: * 
* 
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Of 1 and ſcorn d? How am I fall'n! 
Perdition ſeiſe her Beauties, Lightnings blaſt Them — 
A Princeſs I and She My Soul's on Fire,. 
Nought but her Blood ſhall quench it: come, Revenge, 
From thy black Cave; I feel thy Serpents here. 
They Hiſs me into Madneſs. Live? She ſhall not, 
Not breath another Hour, by Hell She ſhall not, 
Tho Nature funk in Ruins at her Falll. 
For Gondibens, I ſcorn Him and myſelft 1 2 
[ ſcorn, for loſing but one T 1 upon n 
0 Puſillanimous ! O abject Slave! iT 
Slave to a Girl, a Village Girl! By 3 Hearn 
[ triumph 1 in the meanneſs of thy Spirit. | 
Go, wed Her," She alone is worthy of Thee --- 
But yet the Sorcereſs, the ſmiling Sorcereſs, - | 
Shall She eſcape ? II fab Her in his Arms. 
LAURA. 
Madam compu Yourſelf, this Storm of Paſſion 
Shakes every Nerve, and ruffles all Ju Form. 


ip your F ather. 


11 
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RHODOLINDA. f 
= Ves, the King ſhall know it, 

Shall know his Baſeneſs: His paternal G I. 

vet ſhou d the Weakneſs of old Age betray Him 

To pity Them and pardon ---If He ſhou'd, 
Still there are Daggers, Poiſon --- Hence away; ( 
I know the ſage Urganda will aſſiſt me: | 
This Moment ſeek her Cave, and fetch her Poiſons, II 
That Fate may be ſecure This Moment, Laura.— ! 
Deſtruction, lead me on; Tu follow Thee. Y 
The Furies ſhall their N uptial Torches bear, B 
And big with'fell cs Tl meet Them there. M 


The End of the Third AQ, 858 | ; 
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| ATE IV. 8E NE I. 
F . ; N 


GO EAT. 

AL Marriage! Fountain of unſullied Buß, 
FFrs de! Ponta 
of Holy Love, and bathe the Soul in Sweetneſß. 
Hail Hymeneal Roſe, without a Thorn! 
How have thy Leaves diſtill'd into my Heart | 
Their balmy Dews, as pleaſant as the r 
Which ſoftly fall upon our Fields and Hills. 
But ſee the beauteous Partner of my Life, | 
My Birtha'moves this Way. Her modeſt Cheeks  / 
With roſy Virtue flame, and ſpeak her Thoughts 
ki bright and ſpotleſs as the golden Lamps. 
Which burn before the ſacred Throne 3 Lore. 


Scene Farid. 
| | Gonditert, Birtha.. ; 


BIRTHA. 
My Lord, my Gondibert, it was not kind 
Io leave me thus alone, ſo ſoon to leave me, 
Eee For 


: -- Ms . IT PEST = . 
— — — 4 Te s — 
— — — — oe 
. 


Live on your Looks, or dye within your Arms. 
But you'll forgive me while I thus complain, 


Love overflows my Heart, influmes my Pulle, 


Such ardent Tumults of ſevere Delight 

Aſtoniſh all my Soul, that nought is left 
To ſhew the boundleſs Virtue of my Love 
But dying Gazes, -Sighs, and ſpeechleſs Raptures. 
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For 1 cou'd dwell for ever in your Sight, i 


402 


For tis Exceſs of Love, it is, believe me: 


e re Na Rt 2 
9  GonDIBERT. 

Good Heav'n! what Bleflings has thy Mercy pour 
On thy unworthy Servant! O My Birtha, 
Thy Love is Wonderful, ſurpaſſing far 4 
The Love of Women! Veſtal Maids might own it, II 


And learn from thine to glow with purer Fires. I 


Here I had ſought the Boſom of the Grow FW 
To wonder at thy Charms, to feed my Heart 


In humble Pray'rs the Gods for giving Thee 
For, truſt me, while I ſtand bleſt j in thy Preſence, 


Biz 
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'BIRTHA-. | 
The Language of the Soul! no Tongue can hea i it: 
0 Love! thy Thoughts are painted to the Eye; | 
Each Motion has the Force of Eloquence, 
And nothing i in us, but our Tongues, is filent, --- 
Support me, Gondibert, I-faint with Rapture. 
e TD ISLET} 1 
"Methidky ee thus W eh 
While I ſupport my Birtba --- Heay'nly Burthen! 
ambition! how I ſpurn thee! -- And I ſwear 
The Flame of Glory, and the ſhouting Field, 
the golden Chariot, and attending Princes 
Who bit their Chains to ſwell the Triumph high, 
Cou'd never pour ſuch Tranſports on my Heart, 
ks now I feel, thus claſping Thee! - Farewel | 
All future Thoughts of War : farewel, my Arms, 
Which ſpread a burniſh'd Horror o'er the F ields, 
give you up to ruſt, No more the Foe 
hall tremble at the nodding of my Plumes ; 
Pnd Death no more look grimly pleas'd to ſee 


Her died Empire growing by my Sword. 1 
E e e 2 No 


rd 
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No Sights but Beauty now ſhall charm my Eyes, 
No Sounds but Sighs be pleaſing to my Ears, 
| And nag but Birtha triumph in my Heart 
| "BixTHma.” | | 
And by the gentle Pow'r of Love, I never, 
O never taſted Joy compar d to this LT 
Through all my Virgin-Life. Your Words are + Honey ] 
Diſtilling from your Lips, and feed my Soul. 
| Your Silence and your Words both charm alike. ' 
O may our Bliſs continue thus to roll, 5 5 
A long, a ſoſt, uninterrupted stream, 1 
Nor vext with Troubles, nor the Storms of Likes \ 
Till having run through Meadows, green Retreats, \ 
And peaceful Vales, refining as it runs, A 
It meet the Ocean of Eternity, | V 
There loſe itſelf in never-ending Love. 
[ES GoNnDIBERT. 
My Heart has form'd as fair a Scene. of Joy. 
For 1 have call'd to mind a Seat of Safety © 
Low in a Vale, and diſtant from the Court, 


Where Peace and Innocence wou'd chuſe a Dwelling: 
Where 


Pr 
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Where Pleaſure ſmiling roves through blooming Bowers, 
Through flowery Fields, through filver-rolling nn 
And dips in roſy Dews her purple Wings. 
In thoſe ſoft Scenes of Love and rural Silence, 
Where Nature laughs, a Wilderneſs of Sweets ! 
There lives a good old Man, my Father's Friend, 
I know He gladly will receive us both. 
We'll fly to Him, nor hear of Danger more. 
There like two-Vines we'll grow and curl together, 
Swell into Ripeneſs, bloſſom into Joy ! 
The Sun ſhall ſooth us with his ſweeteſt Beams, 
No Winds, but ſpicy Gales, refreſh our Noons, 
No Birds, but Turtles, warble in our Shades, 
And Love Himſelf ſhall wave his Banner o'er us: 
While Truth, and Joy, and Hope, a ſmiling Train, 
Sport round, and fan us with their ſhining Plumes. 
—You tremble and look pale: Ws ſtarts me Love? 
I ſudden Change is this? Fl 
| | Sire A 

Behold the Guards; ; 
Protect us, Heav'n! I dread the fatal Conſequence. 
GO N- 


—U— —— 4 — — —— 
- N — — 


— — 
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Shs will protect Thee : Let us meet the Storm, 


Til either fave my Love or periſh in it, 
3 
Enter Thhalt a and Guards. 


Mis, | 
What mean theſe Guards, and Tibalt in Diſorder ? 


Vou ſeem to labour with ſome mighty Meſſage 


That's big with Fate: whats re it be declare i. 
T1353 An he 
Unwilling v we approach with bleeding "TAIT 


And faultering Tongues, but Orders from the King-— 


GoNnNDIBERT. 
Titalt, ſpeak out, what Orders from my Sov' wie! 
EY  TiBALT. 
FP orgive Us, noble Sir, the King commands 


That we confine you till his farther Pleaſure. 


Go 


— 1 — 
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„ *OONDIBERT. 
1 know Submiſſion, as I knew to conquer. 
I fought his Battles, and He thus rewards me. 
But be it ſo; for Kings muſt be obey'd. | 
The delegated Majeſty of Heav'n, 
the radiant Image which improv'd Creation 

| I ftamp'd upon Them, and their Laws enforces 
With ſacred Characters. The Deity | 
Lets down Himſelf into the Rays of Kings, 
And throws a reverential Glory round un; 
laviolable, as a Guard celeſtial | 
And Panoply divine. I know my Duty. 


Ev'n tho They err — And Man is prone to Errors; 


Altho' protected with that high Commiſſion, - - 
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His Paſſions may betray Him or his Weakneſs = | 


Yet ſtill we muſt forget Him as a Man, 
Confeſs the Tye betwixt the'Gods and Him, 
Like Jupiter's betwixt his Throne and Earth, 
And glory, while we ſuffer, in Obedience. 


I follow You— lead on. — Alas, my Birtha, 


Thy Sorrows, not the royal Menace, wound me; 


| No 


No AO Heav' n beſtow'd its choiceſt mene 
In giving Thee, but — 
BIAT RA. 
: Oh, my Heart, my Heart! 
The Pangs of Seperation are upon Thee. 
5 And is our Love thus blaſted in its Spring, 
Now, when the Buds of Hope were ſweetly-ſwelling 
And promiſing a bounteous Crop of Joy? 
| Enter Meſſinger. 
11 90 e dee 
Your Stay is dangerous: This Moment part Them, | 
Or Puniſhment awaits your Diſobedience, 
The Princeſs ſelf commanded me to tell you, 
And threaten xd Vengeance in her Words and Eyes. 
a Gnom . 
The Prices —ha! aas may be impor on ; 


Perhaps he ee. of e TR 
 Inflam'd with her pernicious Rage might drive Him 
Impetuous on, which Reaſon yet may _ 
| Perhaps — we ſtill may Hope — e 
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T3 rA 
It grieves us, Sir, 7 
But pardon v us — our Lives are elſe in Danger — 


BIRT HA. 
Menden but the . Hand of Death hall part us. 
No: —I will be Companion of your Woes, 
' Your faithful dear aſſociate in Confinement, 
Try every gentle Art and winning Charm, | 
To woo you from Affliction and beguile 2 
Approaching Pangs from hatching in your Boſom. 
Til teach your Chains to fit more eaſy on you, 
And by the powerful Chemiſtry of Love 
Their Iron ſoften or convert to Gold. THE 5 
When the raw Dungeon-Damps pollute your Senſes, T 
Tu breath a warm and fragrant Gale of Sighs, 
To ſweeten Miſery; my Breaſt, your Pillow, 
Shall heave you to repoſe, my faithful Arms, 
A kinder Priſon, fold you into Reſt, 
And my Lips chaſtly kiſs away your Sorrows. 


Pef-! +5 
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GoNnDIBERT. 
The Gods will bleſs Thee, Birtba, and protect Thee, 
And for thy Sake may kindly look on Me. 
Enter another 8e 
TIBAT Tr. 
My Lord 
GONYDIBERT. 

Tis well: one dear Embrace, my Birtba, 
The Reſt I leave to ann; for Heav'n is juſt. 
Adieu - be comforted — we muſt _ — 
Adieu! | | iel 

W 

We little thought to icad'© our n 

To Priſon thus — 
CE 4 Cen 
But if the Camp ſhou d hear it, 
| He's ſo deſervedly belov'd, They'd All — 
| PF rs ALT. 
n are you muttering there r, We attend you. 

1 Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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8 0 E N E III. 
BTE THULA, ASTRAGON. 


TT — TY 
PR theſe the Comiforts of a Bridal-Day? 
The Sighs of Ecſtaſy are ſunk in Sobs. 
Of Bitterneſs. A Priſon deep, and dreary + 
As the dark Manſions of the Dead, receive Hin, 
| Receive my Lord and Huſband} Oh, my Heart, | 
What Hoards of Rapture didſt thou fondly promiſe, 
What golden Scenes, what Flows of endleſs Joys, 
What Calms of Fortune, and what Smiles of Love! 
Inſtead of theſe, O Heavy ns, inſtead of Bleflings, - 
The baleful Stars have pour d their Curſes on mem 
And empty'd all the Vials of their Wrath. 
But why on me, ye Stars, but why on me? 
How have my tender Years provok'd your Rage, 
| And what has been my Crime? for ſure, o ſure 
It is no Crime to love as I have lov'd, 
80 chaſtly, tenderly as IJ have loy'd! 
Then why theſe Plagues on me? If Love be Guilt, f 
Who, who is innocent ? | Enter 
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Ener Aſtragon. 
What lovely Mourner, 


What Daughter of Affliction wounds my Ear 
With ſuch ſad Accents? ah — it is my own, 
My poor, dear Birtba, tis my only Child! 
What ails my Love? what Miſery unheard of 
Provokes this deep and overflowing Sorrow? _ 
Say, tell me; that thy Father with the Wing 
Of Tendarncts may guard Thee at 

| BIN TRA. 42 

No, nber curſe me; for my Woes are ſuch 
80 black with Fate, that not a pitying Po wor 
Dare ſpread one Ray of Comfort on my Soul 
Or lift me kindly into Joy again. 2 GF Ib 
Deſpair has drag d me down into her Cave, 
And chain'd me there for es Rey Father! 
Ne ASTRA,. ··⁊ 31 

| What? thall 1 curſe my Child? no, Erd, no: 
May the beſt Wiſhes of a dying Mother - 
Pour'd for her Infants, weeping round hey Bel. 
In all the _— of artleſs Sorrow, 
ET 1 t e b 
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Encompaſs thee about with deareſt Bleflings. 

But ſay what ſudden Stroke of Fate has ſunk Thees 

So very low, that Hope has left my Child, 

That Hope, the laſt of Friends, has left my — x 

4105 3064 A. | 

Oh! — do not break, my Heart, before my Tongue 

Has told the Tale of Miſery; but then 

In a long Sob diſſolve my Life away. 

But do not break before my Father know 

The Pangs I feel, and their moſt diſmal Cauſes 

That he may pity me: and ſure He will, 

For he has ever been the beſt of Fathers, 

Moſt loving and belov'd ! and ſee, He weeps, 

Poor; good Old- man He weeps before He knows them, 

What muſt He then, what muſt He when He hears? 

What Heart-felt Stings, what bleeding Drops of Nature! 
- But I will ſpare his Peace: Why ſhou'd I wound 

e or 821 8 
Why drink the Fountain of my Life, and lay 
His venerable Greyneſs in the Duſt? = 


ns 
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 ASTRAGON. \ 
Yet tell me, tho' thy every Accent blaſt me, 
And ſhrivel up my Being like a Scroll. 


Tell me, for I am on the Rack ? ha $64.17; 


The Rack is ſofter Eaſe than Beds of Roſes. 
Uncertainty 1 is Death, is more, is Hell —- 
BIRTH A. 


Firſt, I am marry'd, there, 0 there 1 fall — 


As TRA GOR. 
Marry'd? I hope to Gondibert. 
is, BARON Arr 
To Gondibert. 
As rTRAGON. 


And can thy Marriage with that Noble Youth, | 


And gentleſt of his Sex too, give This Pain. 
1 18 BIRTH A. eee 
O that wid me tis the A n 

To think the dear, the tender, gentle Youth, 


Juſt when the Holy Prieſt had made us One, 


| Juſt when He breath'd the fondeſt Vows of Love 
That ever fill d a Virgin's Ear with Rapture, 


And 


\nd 
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And figh'd, and fmil'd unutterable Softneſs, 


That He ſhou'd then be raviſh'd from my Arms, 


41g 


That then the Bolt of Fate ue hurl Him from me, 


| Shou'd hurl Him thus for ever — tis too much 


I fink —T hope the Hand of Death is on me. 
My F ather, Oh my Father! — 
Falls into his Arms. 
ASTRAGON. 85 
O my Child — 


| Run, Thuls, fetch the Life-reſtoring Drop, 


The Aromatick Stream of Herbs and Flow'rs 
By Chimick Forces drawn to ſtay the Soul 
Juſt fleeting to the Stars, and call it back 
To animate again the pallid Clay. — 


Awake, my Birthe! O my Child! my Child. 


Why wilt thou leave thy Aged Father thus 


To Pain, to Grief, to Wretchedneſs for ever? 


Thou only Comfort of my Eyes, awake, 


Prop of my Life, and Glory of my Age, n 


1 


Thou dear, dear Image of thy Mother's Sweetneſs, 


Awake, and bleſs thy F ather with thy Beauties, 


Gild 


— ——— — 
m 
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|. Gild his Grey Hairs with thy returning Beams, 
And do not leave me on the Verge of Age! | 
For who ſhall cloſe my Eyes, when thou art gone? 
Who pay the laſt ſad: Duties at my Grave? | 


Who pour the Stream of Sorrow on my Herſs, 4 
Or ſooth my hovering Spirit like to B:irtha? » 
She revives. 
BIRT HA. 


Mk Why am I curſt to Life again. 
And does the Grave too envy me its Darkneſs, 


Nor vil i kindly gape Did rake me in? „ 
My Father! am I in your Arms again? 


T hop'd ere this that Life had left its Manſion, WY. 


Nor wou d have ſtaid with one ſo curſt as I am. 


| O how I long to mingle with the Duſt, 


To mingle with my Mother s cold, cold Aſhes 
And warm Them to receive and blend with Yours. | 
O Death, Death, Death, borrow the — of Time 


c For now thou art toſlow. 


TEA. : te þ 
| Deke, packs my Heart =; io A 
| = 7. 
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As TRAGON. 

Forbear to talk thus. Yet I hope that Heav'n 
Will ſmile in favourable Blellings on us. 
Come, my dear Birtha, Thula ſhall inform me 


Of thy Misfortunes, and I'll ftrive to aid Thee 


With all a Father's Care, and Mothers Fondneſs. 
[Evan 
L SCENE IV. 

Enter Aribert. Guards at @ Difiance. 
 ARIBERT,. 0072 7 te ol 
My Daughter's Paſſion hurry'd me too far: 

Now cooler Reaſon mounts again her Throne, 
I blame myſelf.” True, Gondibert's, Refuſal 
Might well alarm a Woman in her Weakneſs: 
Beſides, my Hopes/are-croſs'd : my every Wiſh 


Was center d in Him for my Son and Heir: 


By Blood ally d, I fix d on Him alone. 
His Virtues might have dignify'd a@cepter, 
And adtled freſher Honours to my Kingdom. 


My Kingdom's Wiſh no leſs than mine. - How blind 


Are Mortals to Futurity? One Glance | 


Gg g From 


— L =— . « So Lead Þ ww — 8 — — — * 
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, 
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From Beauty's Eye can baffle all ur Schemes 
And melt them down to Air. This fatal Marriage, 
Thus unforſeen, has overturn'd the Plan n HW 
Of many a wakeful Hour. --- But be it ſo: | 
From different Courts I {till have Choice of Sons, 
Wuo plead their Paſſion for my Daughter's Love, 
With richer Crowns than mine and fairer Kingdoms. 
— Since Gondibert i is marry d: let me pay Him 
The proper Honours which his Merit claims, 
His Father's Goodneſs and his own demand it. 
He ſtill ſhall be my General and my Friend! 
The Meſſage which I ſent was too ſevere, 
Forbidding Him my Preſence : I xevake it. 
I know the Powers of Beauty and forgive Him. 
I long to comfort his afflicted Youth- bp 
And hail the Bridegroom with the Voice of Joy, 
— es. | 
Jo the Guards. 
Go find the noble Gonditere and tel kim 
To meet me in the Gardens: Tl be there. 


SCENE 


* and Birtba. 


2 4 1 NE V. 
8 Aftragon and Birthe. 8 ” 


ASTRAGON. 
Fergine ub eee ee 
1 55 eee | 
——ͤĩͤ ne Ss 
Your Pardon to my Lord, tho not to me. 
Here let your Indignation ſate its Fury 
Upon my wretched Head: Fil dye with Pleafure 
To ſatisfy the Juſtice of your Anger: i ad We 
But ſpare my Gondibert, © ſpare my bindend, 
For Mercy 's Sake for Piety's forgive Him; | 
By theſe fafl-treamitig Tears - O let Them ſpeak 
The bleeding, Anguith of my wounded Spirit, 
| And fe ˙ A 

|  K3ns. _ 

Speak, Abrogm, what means this beautcous Viſion, - 
This Daughter of the Skies (the Skies may claim Her) 
Bright as the Morning Star, yet wet with Dews, 


Ggg2 
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| Thus kneeling at my Feet? Ariſe : --- my Senſes 
Are dazzled at her Radiance. Eaſe my Wonder. 
As rTRAGORN. N 
My Daughter in the Feelingneſs of Sorrow, 
And from a Heart in Pieces torn with Grief, 
For her impriſon d Huſband begs Compaſſion. 
Upon my aged Knees I likewiſe beg it: 
If ere my ſalutary Skill in Med cin, 
If ere my faithful Leſſons of intudion 
| Reliev'd your Body or'compos'd your Mind 
When agoniz'd with Doubts, or ſtung with Pain * 
If cer my daily and my nightly Pray'rs, 
Sent from the Fullneſs of my Heart to Heav'n Mt 
For Bleſſings on you, drew thoſe Bleflings down, | 
Have pity on her Youth, forgive the Duke, 
And ſave us from the Terrors of your Wrath! 
| KING, 
Rite, Both. --- Thy Daughter's r might provi 
Ofer Jupiter, offended at Mankind, FTI 
| To lay his Thunder by. As ſure as Jaws 
Like Thee diſtreſs d and beautiful like Thee, 


f 


„„ 


Shining in Tears and breathing of Ambroſia, 
Obtain'd of Fove to pity her Æneas 

Our glorious Anceſtor, from whom we (| prung, 

So ſure I pardon Gondibert and Thee. 

His Choice of Thee abſolves Him from all Guilt, 
Thou Something more than Mortal | and exalts Him 
Above the Thrones and Happineſs of _ 


SCE N E VI 
Enter Tibalt. 


TIBAL r. 
The Soldiers, Sir, in mutinous Diſorder, 
: Allegiance broken, in a civil Storm 
Led on by Uſfinore, with hideous Clamours | 
E Ruſh from the Camp, and threaten Deſolation, 3 
Unleſs the Duke be quickly freed from Priſon. 
| K ING. 
1 Prifon freed ! hah !--Who impriſon'd Gondibert? 
. RAY: Words confound me ſpeak -- or elſe Thou —_ z 
8 nr | 
By your Gillis for ſo the Princeſs told us, 
Sir, we impriſon'd Him this Morn. K 


_ Confaſion! --- 

By my Commands? the Princefs told you fo? -—- 

Deſtruction on his Head who durſt attempt it. 

— This a Plot of Hers: unhappy Woman! 

— Ful teach her more Obedience. By the Gods 

She, She Herſelf ſhall wait upon their Nuptials. 

Go tell Her fo; and ſay that I command Her. 

My General the Protector of my Country 
To be impriſon'd for a Woman's Humour --- 

T was wrong twas baſe-- She may repent her Raſhneſs. 
—Vou, Aſtragun, meanwhile appeaſe the Soldiers, 
While I myſelf releaſe my injur'd Hero, - 

And fatify his-Boakes Atte fun 


ins 1 


O hear your Iandmaid, 
Moſt. gracious Sir, and grant me this 2 
the grateful Meſſage to . | 
Fargive oy? eager Fondneis to convey 
Myſelf your Royal Mercy to my Lord, 
| And Both will-wait _ Vou with our oe 


KING 
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Herd take this Signet : tell Him A I long 
To make Amends for this unheard of Uſage. . 
May Condens guide thy Steps. EN - 
Bremwa | 


£% 5 
*, 


2 . 
go ex 


Thick as the Winter bun or Summer Flow el 
May future Lovers bleſs your Sacred Name, * 
And future Poets conſecrate your Fame. 


The End of the Fourth Act. 
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BIKES FO 
Sweet Senſation, melting — my Heart 
| Springs up eee tie Joy, 
Which conjugal Affection only feels 525 
A ſecret Glam: and eee 0572157 
| Tl ical upon his Sorrow like a Slumber: 
4 Pregnant with Bliſs to ſooth a Fever's Rage 
5 Tumultuous charging thro'the languid Patient, ff 
| | | After long To Ing! 0 the Bed of Sickneſ :- / 
Iybe balmy Comfort finks into his Senſes: ss | 
And ſweetly cools the Life conſuming Flame. 
This Paſſport to my Love, this eser 
Throws out 4 Ray of Glory oer the Gloom 
Which Melancholy hangs around the Dungeon, 
And lights me to his Preſence. Hark, .meth ught | 
F I heard his Voice; be ſtill, my To | 


„ 
7 * 


F, 


| Its Coward, ſhrinking Head, and call in vain. 


One Moment let me liſten to his Moanings, 
Then pour the Tidings of Delight at-once | 
Into his Soul, nie Mie ally * 28 
e 51s | OY _ 
* WP NDIBERT. Aer ran? (Watts, | 
Vedi tho! fin d with Guards, and fenc'd-with 
The Soul is left at Liberty to wing 8 a 
| Her free Excurſions and diſdains Conſinement. 
 Confinement may be dreadful to the Wicked : | | 
When Conſcience whets her Stings and Datkneſs de 
Brooding with ſupernumerary Horrors, 


Woe to the guilty Spirit! Guilt may tremble 
When ſelf-condemn'd, and call on deeper Night 
| To cover from the Wrath of Heav'n offended 


But ſtrong in Innocence why ſhou d I fear 
True to my Honour, faithful to my Sor reign, 
Can I deſerve his Rage ? if not deſerve it, 


His Rage is impotent. The Gods protet— 
Their mw Votaries where re They find them, | 
8 = *Whh- - 


e nee and Bireha. 


In Priſons or in Palaces, the ſame 
Unerring Arbitrators of our Fortunes, 
Supremely good and merciful in Juſtice. | 
Tho Malice ſend her Flight of Arrows at me 
If Virtue ſpread her Adamantine Shield. 
From Heav'ns bright Armory; of ſevenfold Proof, 
They pointleſs fall, and innocent of Harm 
Their idle Forces ſpent in empty ur, 4 
Like ſpoils in Battle, but adorn my Conqueſt. 
But Birtha--- Birtha—- O the dear Forlorn One! 
| Her tender Sorrow preſſing on my Heart, 
| Unman my firmeſt Purpoſe =—'put'to flight 
= © Ie Succours which Philoſophy wou'd lend me. 
© Were ſhe büt ſafe x Soul i wou'd be at Peace. 
'broB-rneen'a;, hy 
Behold Her 1er es and ad thine for ever. LY 
ett „1b TTY Beto dag | 
" Hill wn Forgives us? 


1. ; A * , * 7 . 5 
? 11 ; 3 * > M 2 J : B I R 4 


BTR A ni o andi rf 
10 Tod a INH A N 
Our i begins; its ae Round. 
And we ſhall never Taſte of eee. HY 
GONYDTBERT. DSi aft V. 
Thy Words tranſport me with mne 
Too full of overbearing Joy to gain Ange worſt 
Credit from any but from Thee. 3 12441 
pn BR . Led ni liogt 2xet 
0 0 289b 2112 0 Bebod ee ltr 
The Royal "_ a the da Pann. 18 S Jo be. 
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And is W once. again to __ Thee, 
To bleſs my Eyes with thy endearing Beauties 
And ſtrain Thee to my Breaſt? O bounteous Heav'n! 
O gracious Aribert! O happy Gondibert !- 
This Moment might reward an Age e 
O Birtba, O my Wife! my Joy, my Bleſſing, i 
Thou Object of my Soul l O Wen . * 00 
Thus folded in thy Arms in circling Bliſs. 


an may we never, never part again. 
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| Still let me claſp Thee to my glowing Heart, 
. Which beats 8888 my Boſom to receive . 
ti: 2x5 ee 6) Ba Dok 44; 

My Heart 3 Itſelf to let Thee in 

And wrap thy Image in the Foldings there, 
Deep in the warm Receſſes of my Being ! 
There I will cheriſh my dear Lord for ever. 

Eiter Aſtragon. 
ASTRAGON. 

Toy to you Both! A Father's Bleſſing on Vou. 
— The Soldiers are appeas d, The King forgives Them, 
And ſends me to declare his generous Will, 

And call you to the Banquet, now "preparing 
In Honour n Marriage. N 
Enter Medlinger > 


Mzs $106 T8, 
34a wolibe Ri 
The Princeſs in regard to Birtbas Wort 
Forgets all former Jealonſies and e 
1 888 ſends e * Peace. * 6 You. 


& 3 4 * * $5.4 5 
* 4 EPs. 4 ERS wage SA 4 
3 
* 
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BIE AI mic ri | 
We büubiy will attend the King and Princes 
| Much honour'd with her Grace! [Exit — 
Gon Digg meg nas H HA 
2 n al 
T like it not, bemalt b Nhhoablinda. I To Birtha gfk. 
What of the Soldiers? for I think . Them. 
Enter Ulfinore. 
ULFIiNORE. 
| Eternal Happineſs attend my Lord, 
And crown his beauteous Bride and Hun: with * . 
8 0 N D 1B r n N 
1 know "ey honeſt Natdepn+d on; n les be / 
15 B IRT H a 5 107 Ef THE 4.4) 


0 


- 


: ZAR 499 Sir We thank You. 

1 As TYAN. 
The Soldiers, Sir, - but Uthnore Himſelf 
Will tell You at a more convenient Seaſonn 
And give the full Relation. We, mean time, 
Prepare ourſelves to wait upon the King 
And taſte the Bleflings which the Gods beſtow. = 


Go N- 
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| | \(GonpLipent. 9 8 
. To Thom nll Pas My an. 
So near ally/d;to-Heav'n, Her Vaice and Hands | 
Will recommend our en our Vows. TR 
dern | 
png: b HWporuor od 264 0453.206 
Mc * Z We Rhogoly R „Fayr * a2bwo'k ant 
IH R no . A dw | 117 
Thou tell me Wonders n 1d odw note od 
N LA karſt edi 207 
abs eee ee 
Sohn 2s L reach'd the ſage LUrgandass Cell, 5 
A Flight of Owls aas, iT 
With hideous Clang, I tremble to relate it, 
Beat the thick e ee ont 
Hifsd ruſling, grumbled underneath the Ground, | 
And open wide the Doors, harſh-creaking, flew. 
I ſhou'd. havę dy d with Fear, if Zeal to e * 
NM N Mee, ee SeuLr (alt 1a 


pow 


Unknown WA _ een of oa 
. 750 . — | | = 


— and | Mete ». - ad 


she, tottering o'er an Ebon Staff, demunded 
My Buſineſs at that ſolemn Hour of Darkneſs. 
Quick I acquainted Her with your Commiſſion, 
With trembling haſte: She mutter d and withdrew, 
But ſoon return d, and folded in a Paper | 
She gave the Poiſon You'requir'd. Take this, | 
This Powder, tell thy Miſtreſs, breaths Deſtruction, 
Perfum'd with Death: no Skill on Earth can fave. | 
The Perſon who but ſmells the precious Bane. 
Theſe Herbs were gather'd by'the trembling iden- Wi. 
Beneath a Mandrakes melancholy Shade, | 
Steep'd i in Echidna's Gore and waſh'd in Acheron ; 
Thrice with the ſooty Wings of Eaſt-winds fann'd, 
And thrice unhallow'd/with'a Blight of Curſes 
In Demogorgon's Hal the Charm is fatal. - 1 
She ſaid, and with an hollow Smile ard; 
| 0 RRHODOLTN DA. 1 
What ee, e undergone to eaſe me 
Nor ſhall They, unrewarded;” paſs forgotten 
Now to our Buſineſs. We in Time aer * 
This bleſſed Remedy: had we defer-d 
ds | 85 A 


TI 


il 
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— Moment, as you find, 


It wou'd have come too late; at leaſt for Vengeance. 


She ſhall not live an Hour. The King commands 
My Preſence at this hated Nuſitial Banquet, 
The Bride ſhall find me there, and Death G 
Yes, Death ſhalt hold her Revels, and Dectruction 
Dreſt up in Smiles and Flow'rs. Methinks I atlerr 


Fluſhing with Pride, perhaps with Scorn : -- enjoy 


Thy momentary, Triumph; —- yes, --- enjoy 
Thy Huſband's Vows -— another Moment longer — 
Then, then the T riumph ſhall be all a OWN. 
_y all Things ready ? 
1 Fey 

5 Al prepar d . Tibalt ; 5110 
The F bow Is; the Sword the Cupids and the Muſic. 
| nnn 
"Tis TY Ae Diſſimulation, RPE me, 


Ingenious in thy undermining Arts - 
Vet timerous O that we muſt. ank FR War HP We 


My Soul diſdains Thee, but Revenge com 


So thou, Diſſimulation promps. my Purpoſe, | #T 
irs fF_5. h — ; | Thou 
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Thou trick my Countenance with lying Smiles, 
And breath thy ſubtle Pow'rs into my Eyes. 
— TY Hyena and Revenge may ſoon be tutour d; 
For Ver Nature points the Way. * W 
8 Enter Servant. 
err 
Wem, che Banger waits You; ln @ 74 14272 
$54 177 ARES 1 1 Ee 
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1 * 3 £454 - *. * 2 bas 
- | Cry: 1 51015 19x 47 
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Ferdi dition on his Head the lurkking Villain 


Twas He acquailwes Laura with his Love, - 2 


Againſt th' inviolable Laws of Frien 
Twas He declar'd me Traytor to the King: n 
O wou'd ſone God but give Him to this _ HY 
A Waun te che —_ RY Ve” 05 
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With fel Delight Id riot in his Blood, 
And every Blow ſhou'd right my wounded Honour. 


Enter Two A like Cupids, They co the Stage, 
the One w e a Garland. 


may 


What fair Deluſion fwims before my Eyes Sos 
Speak, fay what are You? for what Purpoſe? ha! 
My Senſes fail'd me. _ Are the Gods deſcended 

To grace my Maſter's N uptials with their Preſence ? 
It was the Error of my Vnderſtandin g: 
The Viſion is diffoly'd and ſunk i in — : 
| Was it to interrupt Revenge ?/ it ſhall not: 5 i 

Tho Erebus ſhou'd, pour out all its Forms 5 5 

And griefly Shapes of Horror, I will on, | OIL. 
And find the Villain Tibalt. _ Hence, Vain Shadows, 
Nor dare to diſengage my ſettled Soul... anvgd 
From her ſure Purpoſe, --- Lead me ob. Revenge, 55 
| 1 follow 7, red —_— to the ou 2 4H | 

* Ulfiore 


: 4 x 1 * ” 3 . 4 
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--- Curſe on the Weakneſs which betray'd * Virtue. 


” orm'd of Celeſtial Beams! —Ea rt 
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Enter Tibet. 
here ſhall I hide my ignominious Head 15 | 
I hate the Light, and cannot bear myſelf. * WO ht 


ö — 8 . 


III 


How am I fall'n from Honour! 0 my Soul geg e 
And how become the Inſtrument of Hell, NR A RYE 


2 7 * 


To murder Tanocence which n. never wrong 0 me NE ; 1 
= Drawn by a Woman to forego my Fai th. Lak 
To rl 15 . 5 EN -tor min *. Poiſon | | 


e 


Thy Vulture vill be = mine; ; my „Galt! is Blacker : : my | 
Thy Crime was only fealing Heav'nly Fi OE 


7 


Which mine extinguiſher, i in murdr ring Birtha, 
uch groans beneath 5 ; 


Js 74 


Hell, Hell, I feel Thee Here. —- "th; VU Jinore Fl 
I'd rather meet ett with her Whips, "PO ir 
Than my offended F riend. — -- Gape, Earth, and hide 


| me. . — 4 


* , 


His. | Enter 
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Enter Ulfinore. 
Urrixonx. 
T was He, the Wretch — Now aid me, Heav'n god 
Rm 
Far as the flaming Limits 157 thet Woll 


TI follow Thee, or puniſh thy Tranſgreſſion, - — 
The Center ſhall not hide thee from my Am, „ 
| While Ven whets w Sword and * guides i it 


xi. 
SCENE v. L 


' KING, RHODOLINDA, GONDIBERT, 
BIRTHA, ASTRAGON, PHILOSOPHERS c.. 
CT 45 after the Panguer,, Ol a 


Conn Ar. 
This ing Overflowing « of your Bounty 


| Reſtrains my fault ting Tongue, which fain v wou d (peak 


The thankful Language of my grateful Heart. 25 5 . 
My Actions ſhall declare my Zeal and ex. i 
„ 
{Dar to cy Soul as when, adorn'd with Spoils, 


Toy bravely Wy d or r wy Kingdoms Foes, 
Eſtabliſh- 
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Eſtabliſhing my Throne, I reinſtate Thee 
My General and my Friend: forget the Storm 
Which burſt too ſudden, but is paſs d 2464 oh 
Ne'er to diſtreſs Thee more. Exert again” | |, 
Thuy priſtine Pow'rs and ſhine with equal a 
The generous Eagle thus, awhile difmiſs'd 
The Service of the Cloud-compelling God, 
In Darkneſs drooping, flags his burniſh'd Mags. 
Nor bears his bold Incurſions on the Sz 
But ſoon recall'd He tow ring claps his Pinions 
Reſumes the Bolt of Jove and graſps the Thunder. 
Here, crown and 1 the Bowl; let purple Bacchus - - 
Walk jocund round. — He ſparkles i in the OE: 
With reconciling Smiles, and courts the Lip * 
- Ambitious of the charming Health we RE” 8 
Joy to the i | | 1 . 1 
besen od 
And to the Bridegroom Health. 
: BIRT HA. 
The Buſineſs of my Life, moſt gracious Princeſs, 
Shall be * a1 in praiſing of your Goodneſs, - 
1. PA 
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438 Gondibers and Birtha, 


1. PHILOSOPHER. mL. 
May Heav'n ſurround you with the Gifts of Plenty— 
= I | PaIiLoSorunR, 3 
Wi "Ez and Pleaſure — | 
| 14 P#1LoS0PHER, - 
And a beauteous Offspring 
Rich i in their Father's and AGES J Oinees — 
 ASTRAGON. 4 
8 every Dy like this be crown'd wich ones. 
Till ripe for Immortality you gather 
The glorious Harveſt and Reward of Virtue, . . 
Partakers of weil, endleſs Sor. WOLL 
„ ODEO 
But 8 hs Muſick? Harmony ene 
This genial Hour =— Here, let the ſprightiy vil 
The numerous Lyre and ſoft melodious Tuts, | 
With every Inſtrument of pleafant String | 
Divide their No otes 5 and wake be e of Rapture 
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Gondibert and Births, 93 9 


Rus two Pages dro ie Op. | 
I. x. Sings and preſents a Naked Sword 9 e en 
Vvuiitb Diamonds to Gondibert. 
By the brazen Pomp of War, 
By the glittering of his Spear, 
Mars commands: his favourite Son 
With this Sword to grace his Side, 
JI 0 protect with this his Bride 
And his Royal Maſter's Throne. ++ 
Maark its Beams « 1 zonols dT 
| How it gleams! + + | -1lnnng 
Not Æneas brighter ſhone 
Fitg to 880 a Bride and Throne. ce f 
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ibu Garland ſongs. # 


By ahi Billing of her Doves, | E751 woes v8 
By the Arrows of her Loves . A 
Voienus from her Papbiar Bow: m, oe 
Begs the Bride, the beauteous Bride 
(Let not Venus be deny d) 5 . 
0 accept this Wreath of F low rs; 
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| Roſes glowing, _ 

1 blowing, FN 

. All their Sweets and Charms are Fours 
Oo OY 55 Wreath of Flow ; 


4 He is preſenting the Grown f Flow'rs to Birtha 
£10 Eder: Ulfinore . | 


* 1 
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POL Virrxons. ä 
Periſh thy helliſh Preſent, ſmiling Villain — 


(cg It and fans it under 
bis Feet. -. 


KING. 
Unmanner' Slave ! what means this bold Iptruſion 
'GonDiBEerT. . 
Ah! bleeding? Uſjfncre, 1 thyſelf — — 


He int — - He _—_ — 
/ brio 1 
Fe orgive my ſeeming Rudeness - 


1 EN. R 


GOD BER Tr. „„ 
Ha! fat Thou — J)Cͤöͤöͥö“w o TI OA 
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This Rudench which preſerves the Life of Birtha, 


ULFINORE. 
Hold, my Life; till I have told 
The guilty Tale, and I ſhall dye in Peace. 
This Moment Tibalt, whom my Arm has ſlain 
For Treachery to Friendſhip and my Maſter, 
Expiring and repenting of his Treaſon, © 
Confeſs'd, in Combination with his Wife 
And Rbodalinda, that He ſtrew'd theſe Flow'rs 
With baleful Aconite and Drugs from Hell, 
With Charms deliver'd by the Witch Urganda, 
To poifon Birtha. — Luckily I came 
Faſt as my Wounds allow'd me and prevented 
Her certain Fate: — For which I thank the Gods 
And gladly fall a Victim — at her Fest. Dies. 
Ru ODOLIN DA. 2 
Ye cruel des ber what Un 1 


Thus I make ſure _ © 
Searches the PURE? and offers to lab 
Birtha : prevented by . | 


r 
Thea thus — 


[Sta Erb 
Kkk KING. 


Forgive me, Birtha, Gondibert, forgive me, 


A 


u —CGindibert'and Birtla 


| e 
Oh Horror, O ! — my Crown to fave Her — 
e !waints. 
Gone. | L 
Good Heav'n, ſupport the King! © 
RHODOLIN DA. 
The Stroke was 3 3 


6 My Life- blood follows, and my flaming Spirits | 
Wich Indignation quit their hated Manſions. 


And yet, my Soul! but oh it is too late — - 


| The Rage of Female Pride contemn'd and ſcorn'd | 
To Madneſs drove me — hurl'd me on Deficudion. lie 


O Rboablindal by thyſelf undone— 


Revenge in Woman, kindled by Deſpair 


Muſt end in — Death. O curſed Pride and ey 
O fatal Female Ruin — Pride and Jealouſy - £ 
Abſolve the Furies — when compar'd with Them 
The Furles ſcer to Whiten into Virtue. 

— My Hate together with my Life i is finiſh'd. - — 


, Q 
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And In Laura too — - the Guilt was mine. 
P23 2, WW LY ot ? is The 


— The Crown muſt now be Yours — let that attone 
For all the Crimes my frantick Paſſion 6 | 
GoNnDIBERT. 
Madam your laſt Requeſt ſhall be hey; 

We pardon Laura For the Witch Urganda 
Flames, next that Hell ſhe's leagu'd with, ſhall await te 
_ Tg RHoDOLINDA. . 
— My Father! O take care of his one 7 


His Grief ſits heavy on his Spirits — oh. Dies. 


| ASTRAGON. | 4 
The King revives.; quick, ſoftly lead Him hence, ; 
And Tl attend Him with my ableſt Care. ; 
GoNDIBERT. | 
| . All-gracious Heav'n! Thy Mexcy firſt be praisd: A 
Repair We to the Temple! Then we'll pay | 
Our Duty to the Dead My Birtha, come, 
Sav'd by the Gods and their protecting Goodneſs, 
To crown my Life with Joy} 
. As TRA GOR. 
| From hence behold . 
The debe Care of PROVIDENCE, who guards 
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With its bright Shield, and leads thro' ſecret Paths 
to Peace: While Guilt is pupiſh'd 
By its own wicked Arts, and, vile Revenge 


Purſues her Votaries with Swords mY Fa 


But chief Blood-Guil 
Tho, by Heay'ns Caro, NN 3 
For ever to their Authors fatal prove, e 
While Happineſs attends on 8 F, 
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